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To the READER, 


Reader, 

Nos appear 4 ſecond time in Print, in't 

WHrp'd by ſome friends, who think there's ſomething 
urthy thy view : if ſo, and that content 
Ai fit upon thy brow : be confident 

T ſhall requite it + For I bave been aibling 

At ſomething elſe, call d by th valger quibling, 

VVhich will appear in a more dreſs 

Than I have known, or ſeen come ont 6th" Preſia 

Pl: ſay no more, leſt I come off lucy, 

And take my leave this twenty fith of July, 

The very dayon which ſo loud it thundred, 

In Anno ſeventy juſt, and fixteen handed : 

Dated, yea dated at Shipton «zen Charwel, 

Some four ſhort mile: from Oxford : ſo fareact, 


NV. Hickes-. 


$0602200000900+3$04$099dt 060/$55 
$00000D00 00000d0000000S$Þ0d! 99S 
009 0007000002003DdIdId00004D000 


To the READER. 


Reader, 
Nos appear 4 ſecond time in Print, in't 
Arg Ly ſome friends, who think, there's ſomething 
urthy thy view : if ſo, and that content 
. May fit upon thy brow : be confident 
T ſhall requite it : For bete been nilling 
At ſomething elſe, cali'd by =" _— qmibling, 
VVhich will appear in a more n dreſs 
Than I have known, or ſcen come ont ot Preſie 
Pl: ſay no more, leſt I come off bluely, 
And take my leave this twenty fith of July, 
The very day os which ſo loud it thundred, 
In Anno ſeventy juſt, and fte bundred : 
Dated, ye« dated at Shipton aten Charwel, 
Some fonr ſhort miles from Oxford : ſo farcant, 


V. Hickev.. 
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Books fold by Thomas Palmer at the Sign of the 
je Crown in Weſtminſter-Hall. gn of 


3 exactly Deſcribed, or a Relation of the 
preſent State of that Court, made at the late 
Council of Pregadis, in two curious Diſcourſes, by 
the moſt excellent the Lord Angelo Corr aro Amboſſa- 
dor from the moft Serene Republick of Venice, uri 
ten in Lalian and made Engliſh, by Joby Bu'tol 
Gent, org: Oftavie price 1.5. 6+d, 

Pautani/m de Roma; or, The Hiſtory of the whores 
and whoredoms of the Popes Cardinals and Clergy 
of Rim: diſcovered by a Conclave of Ladies, conve- 
ned for the Election of a new Pope, written in Iali- 
an by the Author of Cardinaliſm and Nepotiſme, and 
now made Engliſh by 7. D. Eſq; in large Ode, 
pride 1. 5. 6. d. 

nn Cibinet unlocked, and Natures chief mi- 
racles laid open, being a curious Collection out of 
the two Eminent Phyſicians Levins: L:manin: and 
Simbaldat, made Engliſh by R, Milly M. D, in 
T elves, price 1. 8. C. d. 

Cupid's Courtſhip, or the Celebration of a Marri. 
age beterved the god of Love and Pliche in a Droll. 
Poem, by the Author of the Engli/> Kogwe in Oftevs, 
Price 1.1. 
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The firft Pre, 


A Eull Drall. 


Tune is. / prethee ſweet heart come tell me and 


Mo nat "te row. 
it's 


Le tell Or 2 jeſt I never did know in my life 
Of a man that was marry'd bene de met with bis - 
wite. ' thither, 
kiſt her and euld her, and tet her hither and 
marcy' they were before they came together, 
rbelly was up before ſhe was got with childe 
hich made him with madneſs grow framitk, tame 


and milde. 
1d He to excuſe ittold him then in feorne{borne,: 


2s gottes ſame threeſcore yeors before it was 
atoch, 019th he, I never ſaw tuch another, 
xt the child ſhonid be go'ten, before the father 
and Mather, e 
A Ther 
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Then upſtart Pick that was both tame and milde, 
And furiouſly he began to excuſe this child, 

Quoth he about ſome fifty ycates agoe, 

I met this child a hing to and fro, 

With a basket of butter · mil hanging on his arme 
And a Cloak of Snow to keep his body warme 

My little Boy quoth he, nom we are met, 

Wee'l walk a mile together, fo down we ſet; 

And as we fate me thought he walkt too faſt. 

And bv litting (till, did make the greater haſte. 
Then I in ſilence askt him whe'c he was able, 

To let me know his life ann's death from's cradle 
He ſat him down and pauſd a little while, 

And with a fad and mournful look did ſmile. 

Q "oth he Ile tell you more then I do know, 

And when you find it truth you'l ſwear tis [c+ 

My father was lingle before he marryed a wife, 
And Weaving of Oaken Planks was his trade of life. 
My mother was a ſuſtice of peace's Clarke, a 
And Joyning of bodies was her trade in the dark. 
And I in that ſame manner was got I know, . 
Caule before I was born my mother did tell me ſo 
My m. cher was cleanly too, I now muſt tell ye, 
Both for the back and alfo tor the belly. 

She once did go to milk in dirty weather, 

And dagi'd her coats ſo that they ſtuck together, 
And there it hurg from Cd, until May, 


Vier, ſhe took a Hatchet and chopt it clean away- 
And 
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Ad when ſhe went ith” field to milk her Cow 
She milkt in the paile wherein ſhe ſerv d her Som. 

She alwayes ſet her foot upon a block, 

And train'd her Milk through the skirt of herSmock 

And when ſhe laid her Cheeſe upon the ſhelf, 

Se never would touch ir till't could turn it ſelf, 


And when he went with her Buter toth market c1of; 
No other ligne was but the print of her Thumb. 
S1enever uſd to make her Butter i'th Churm, 
For ſhe ſaid it neither would be good not fi: me. 
Nor made it not as other women doe. 

B it with her Bum ſhe kneads it to and fro, 

One thing now muſt 1 cell you for her honour, 

he once had got a | oſeneſs ſtrong upon her 
Then we deim d ter let alone the Butter 

At that ſame time leaſt any out ſhould flutter, 
be told us no, and gave us reaſons ſtore- 

Which we in Conſcience could deſire no more, 
Quoth ſhe when tha ele diſh is the fuller 
And it makes it of a levely yellow colour, 

And being ſo the fitter tis for ſale, 

For the Bniter's never good that looketh pale, 

And they that would not row believe her reaſon, 
' [is fit they ſh old taſt her Butter being in ſeaſon» 
She never would be drunk with any men; 

Br always ſometimes, for molt part, now and then. 
Her going to the A'chouſe was not thought a crime, 


For while they fate there ſhe ſpun her thread of 
tte. A2 And 
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And what ſhe ſpun, the reeled all the way, 

That often I have. beard iy Father to ſay , 

No man was ſo bleſt oor bappy in a Wife as he 
For cieanl:nefs, comlinefs, and for modeſty» 1 
Nay, I had two Aunts, the Siſters of my Mother; 
Forclearlineſs you cond got know one fr Cother, 
And yet my Muther wes be beit of the ghree, 
That you all mult lay 8 cleanly woman was ſhe, 
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The ſecond Part of the 7 'l Doll. 


Yr F.1her once dil fit lim daa ts ſpiny (lie! 
And She o-, Dinner dia du ha Hare WT 
O, qunh be, miuthinks "ti; ery tough, 
*[ my (tr, quath ſbe, it is not bud nung 
And left that it, my Dear, ſpin'd mk y.u ſick, 
WU boſs gen, and th mak; th: Porridge thick q 
Then unte bis Dinner he beg in to f all, 
Aud put aji.ce ins chop, Kn, hre, nd a, 
Which ſuck ſo faſt he cond ur get it dunn, 
Spne t agen, quath be, this arra't Clean 
She thesh : 5 thediſt, thin, Har-, and all, 4 
Ad beld % that none beſide las d Fall; 
Them gun tek ck with might ord mic, 
but ſtriving fo hard be Ixil Fi Arjignt win 
She fearing then the other = 3 twou'd carne, 
6h: t laut and <lap'd it to bis Bum; 
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V joft a ſht the diſh had twn''d a! on', 
flaunc*, (7 faft that it cum abivling ont 
Þ no», quoth ſbe ne ſba hunt dein y Fore, 
ar we have got moſt excelent [.nce to ch) Hare 5 
ith firiving he legan ta Huff and paff, 
ald, Hdd, qustb ſhe, I think nt he enough; 
fVinezar ard Muſtard we rue ore, 
pray good Huthand let ws br? mo mno'e 
nd holding den her head [4 near bis Rum, 
J [tisfie her (elf nher all nere come ; 
t came ſ ff it daa hi pretty Face, 
ſer Goan and 4 t piliſa coſe ; 
ad yu but ſcen how it did (ye in Fl. x, | 
yt ſmell and fight you'd thin\'s had been a J 
T ; cleanſe it then her wit mt at «fl ind, 
: laſt into the ſunce ſhe dis A her band 3 
{nd nith the thinuft part did #1(þ lur Face, 
Juſt ore the diſh, a moſt comvrnient place ; 
id w th ber Huband: Shirt, much like a Tri e, 
She at that time her low''y Face did mine 3 
And with the ſame ſhe 40% wip*d Fj: Cech, 
is T highs, his Leggn, ant alſ» his Buttoch 3 
Then unto Dinner down they erh did fits 
And juſt at be in mouth had g abit , 
H. to i her that the ſyn ce was V2ry Here, 
A. A pray'd ber ib me $ i in ſbe d d ee 
She quick/y rofe, ard aun put it tn, 
; $414 with ber h.:nd did Vir the thic b and in; 
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And what ſis ſpun, the tee led all the way, 
That often I have. bearg jyy e += * 

No man was ſo bleſt o | 
For c!einl:oefs, com iy 
Nay, I had two Aunty 
Forclearlineſs you con- 
And yet my Mother wey; 
That you all mult lay a 
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Y F.ther once di! firs 
And She 49% Din 
O Hf, quith he, mithi 
*[ my it, quath ſbe, it is 
And eſt that its my Dear, 
1. . bei. gen, and "till 
Then unto bis Dinner he le? 
Aud pnt aji.cein's chop, thin !,m———_—_— 
1 i ack fo faſt he ly ” ; get it durn, 

Spne 't en, quath Ile, tb arrat Clean y 

She then took up the diſt, hin, Har-; and all, 

Ad beld it ſe that nent bejide [Lan d fall j 

Tim igen to Kc with might ord mis, 

but ſtring fo hard be Ii lt 2 Arjrgnt v in; 

Ihe fearing then the other = 3 tnou'd cent, 
Shu and clap'd it tr bis Bum; 
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T. hand Shirt, m ich like a Tri bl 
She at that time her lev- Face did mine 5 

And with the ſame ſhe alſo wip'd Fi: Cock, 

Hi: I high, bis Leggu ant alſo bis Buttoch 3 
Then unto Dinner down they !6:h did fits 

And juſt at be in'; mouth had put abit , 

H. to d ler that the [ance was very ſoaves 

A. i pray'd ber bat (me S i in ſhe'd pee 
She quick/y e, ard nimLly put it n, 

1 Aub ber Hund did ſ ir the thick ard in; 
1 A. „ 
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And what ſhs pun, the reeled all the way, 
That often I have. beard iy Father to ſay, 

No man was iu bleſt oor happy in a Wife as he 
For cieini:oefs, comlinefs, and for modeſty» , 
Nay, I had two Aunts, the Siſters of my Mode 
For eleatrlineſ you cod dot know one fem i othen 
And yet my Mother wey be beit of the ihtee, 
That you all mult jay 8 cleanly woman was ſhe, 


Da, * — 
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The ſecond Part of the I Doll. 


Y Fther once dil fi: ſ im dean ts ſpin) (hen yg 
And She or 's Dinner dia tur! h:m a4 Hir. 1b 
Ou, quith be, mithinks ti; very tough, 
*[ mit, quath ſhe, it is not H, engugh 3 
And leſt that its my Dear, ſruu'd m 'S 1. ſick, 
W 1 boi; «gen, and "till mak; th: Parridge thick h 
Then unto bis Dinner he leg in to f all, 
Aud put ati ce ws chop, thin, hare, ond all x 
Which fluck fo ft aft he could u get it doun, 
Spe 't up agen, quath le, th. arrart Clean y 
She then took up the d, thin, har, and all, 
Ard beld it [o that nene be/ide han d falls 
ten H hg te KC with might 5rd mis, 
But ſtriving fo bard be brike big Ai gut win; 
Ihe ferting then the other in 3 twou'd conje, 
8k: t galant and clap'd it tr bis Bum; 
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ad juſt 1: ſht the diſh had turn da on', 
floune*, [7 faft that it cum whirling et > 
now, quath ſbe ne ſha'l hu dein y Fare, 
we have got moſt excelent ſa ce to ch Hare 5 
ith ftriving he legan takuff and pa, 
A, H, gut 5 { think et hive e 
Vine zar 414 Muſtixd ve ere, 
pray good Hiuthand let ws bro: no nno-e \ 
nd holding dem her head [4 near bis Rum, 
# [atisfie her (elf n huber all nere come 1 
came ſ% f oft it dan br pretty Face, 
ſer Caan and ff in a m pia coſe; 
ad y:u ut ſeen how it did Ye in Fl. fe, | 
„ ſemell and fight you'd thin; had been a J e: 
3 cleanſe it then her wit wer ot «ff ind, 
: Laſt into the ſuace ſhe dis A her band 3 
{1d vit h the thin part did arſh hir Face, 
luſt tre the diſh, a moſt comvrntent place ; 
d w th ber Han Shirt, much like a Tri e, 
She at that time her ler Fice did mine 3 
ad with the ſame ſhe al, wip'd FH: Cech, 
Hi T highs, hit Legge, ant alſo bis Buttoch 3 
] hen unte Dinner down they rh did fits 
nd juſt ar be ini mouth had gut abit , 
+ to'd ber that the ſauce was very err, 
pr. ber that {me S wr in [he'd pier; 
be quick/y rofe, ard nimlly put it in, 
with hr Fend 77 Vir the thi b 4rd T; in . 
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Alethin« 70 he it now hath Lol e, 0 
Tet, y gun hel my 16 nl you ter that £048 
Fer had it not frum your blind checks come, 
He had din'd to diy mo better then Jick druꝶ. 
Ani juſt as they tugetlir [are at dinner, - 
A mn came in who the d. before bad gm dur. 
Al pot or two of nappy A'e and Beer, 
T hin they invited him to their god chore 
And bein? [ate he had not /ftten long, 
F.uh, tough, quth he, met inks "ths very ſtrong, 
In ir. ethe Hart's if ſect a8 oa Net, 
And theſ racers the Tuce of wy pore hadbands gut, 
Then e fell to ar er had been fn life, 
And ai hit be bid thire his loving wiſe, 
1, OT 1/1 Pp wt e of th 't (en . PI diſh, 
* ve and [he we lu the (mar die S iſt. 
let 10 much bis gu . a 10 re. 
thi hed to alte, „* hots . . rt Gn. 
A tliabe gun [oe ronr U ret 20 gutta | Ny 
Fir ſuch a grod deft u det quſrdſe ) n. 
O,: 10h: 70 het find , d, 
7 hen ſhe pure beart legim ts bid Tis had. 
Aud (ent ber bustand tx 1% [rich Ca, 
h:»' Perrere it cam, hy pu 1 * al! int 7 
She tod up ber 15194 and ,] n au 
Autun it wigs hit month, ten he be J. 3. 
S'e rom um erb thut ted yd oy 
1 ve wat 4 Coritilf r bis waledy. 
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H /melling it the ſent did not bim- ole. V, 

ut [wore the remedy ws wor ſe then the diſeaſe, 

nd baving ſlep's he then did (meas am un, 

Had ſhe wuh the Coverlet did rub lum clean, 

IJ hen up he gn and cram d unto the 4 or 

$14nd leing come bamr gente bis nife he fuer 

un he would never more tonch any Hoary 

et nere ſi gead; huibend ſ y. ſhe forl er, 

FX if Jou mean that hair-braind oath to beep, 


J ou never more in bed ith me ſh ull ſleep. 


or tis the greatrft credit you ere can have, 


A Hair-finder te be counted to your $74» 


Thus h me you ſeen, ſelt, heard, and wnderſſood, 
T he life of my dear porents and their food, 
Which il it be goed I think I then have fit yet, 
And ſo fall ts and Ile ſay much gut). 
And ſo I take my leave, vu any p Y ings 


& For my fathers erging much did ſtint by, f.irting, 


ͤ— 


— — — 


On a well featur d Gentlewoman. 


N rime dear Jove l humbly crave the favour, 
Phy urparalield parts to ble: : that ſo a frvaur 
Miy remain unto poſterity : leit when, 
Our Poets ſhould begin to write z gen, 
A 4 


Oo! 
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Ot Beauty they for want thereof might ſay, 
For want of thee ali B auty*, fled away : * 
And having nought to work on will conclude, 
Wharſoe*.e they do will be but bald and rude 3 
Which to prevent the Fates have thought it fit 
Tay Pattern them to leave to write by u. 2 


Firſt, for ber Head it is oth' largeſt ſize, 

By which you muſt conclude ſhe?, very wiſe : 
Taen for her Hair, of a burniſh'd Carret colour, 
Waich to look on would make ones eyes the dul ler, 
Mix'd with a White 8s Orient as the Pearl, r. 
Taat you may almoſt ſay,ſhe's x White-ha'r'd Girl: 
A 1d then for firength,I ſwear by th* BaconGam mon 
S x twiſted Hairs did pluck up a luſty Sammon, 
And all confeſs that ſtrengih oſ Haitꝭ s Jewel, 

Was not Sen ſo til, Nuilab provd cruel g 
B:lides, it is io thin, that yon may plein 

See round her Head the colour of every Vein: 

In ſhort, it is ' Oval form, by which we gather, 
She is a Bird of Paradiſeg or the Egg rather, 


T aen for her Lats 2 grent add goodly pair, 

Juſt like two HuckRters Pouches when they open are 

Had they but ſtr it g to iye em roupd about, (outs 

'T «ould keep the Civit in which ſtill is wheezing 

And at each kar whereintwo Rg are plac'd, 

1wo] ick-weights hargywurrtb) ſhe'shygely grac'd: 
- Then 


Ox ſord Drollery. 9 
en for her Brow, indeed it is as ſmootly «i 

54 pleated Gown 1'th* back :(yes in good ſooth) 
Pr an ancient pair of Trunk - hoſe, and fo bigts : + 
hat it hangs prettily over either eye, 

* WI bich are ſo wedg'd in that I am proud 
Po call them fools that think ſhe'sbeetle Brod. 


ay. her Eyes ſo little are, fo fine, ſo bellow, | 
"ou'd think her Head does lovingly them ſwallow : 
ot too low neither for ſhe will not fail ye, 
To ſend ſome meſſengers unto ye daily; 
nd to each corner of them kindly ſends, 
Juicy cream to entertain hertrivnds 8 
is curded at rhe laſt, grows very large, 
here to ſecure her Eye- light (he gives it charge 
o ſtay ; fromwhence her wit doth alſo flowgthat we 
Ot the old Proverb may make a veritee, 
bat a great Head has little wit that's clear, 
I'm confident the cream o th jeſt lies there: 
es, hey are circled alſo with ſo pure ared, 
7ermilion it ſelf it ſtriketh dead; 
Nay more than that, that I your bloods might ſtir all 
I: doth exce!l the pureſt deepeſt Cortal; 


ur, 
ler, 


. 


r: 


ts Tien for her Rams-born Noſe, poor ga is 
Tae greateſt wor der of all the reft ; for this 
Being one, yet of « double kind doth ſhare, 
4. For one o th Spouts doth run ſo fait, you'd ſwear 
n A Fost- 


: 
i” 
it | 
| 

1 
1 
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A footman did beget it, and the other, 
Quite contrary to its tother brother. 

Runs not at all; but baggs it ſelt within, 
linleſs ſometimes it Real down to the Chin. 
And ſometimes lower, it may be to the walle, 
Bit up it goes agen with greater haſt. 

But with ſuch loving order, that at paſſing by, 
It with the Ruby chin ſhakes hands trulw. 

nut when byth” Snowy lip it glides it kifles, 

O whoo'd defire more comfortable blifle:» 
Then taſt ct that, ſoft Sir, meat for your maſter, . - 
Not every one muſt be en Ambrolian Taſter. 
But the Lipp ſometimes o re joyed with the tate, 
Laps it quite in, ſesring it too much hafl. (low, © 
In going back agen, which ſhe poor e heart dos ſwals 
Pleas'd with the rarity of colours Green and Yeilow 
It has a dent o'th rap jult like a War-Horſe Saddle, 
Or like the crooked end of an Iron Paddle · 
Nay the relpiendency of its beames is ſuch, 
The Carb ele n's vlory's not half ſo much. 


Then for '1p5 a great end goodly pair, 

A Co .*: ire icarcefſo big, not half fo rare. 
Nay ite pirett Silver, It they have fair play, 
They m compare with it, us not ſo white as they. 
Or the top of which, leſt cold ſhould do her harme, 
Tue te hatchet wit hair poor heart to keep her 


watm. 
And 
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nd at each corner when thee's plea('d to eate, 
\ Snowy froth doth hang to ſeaſon all her meat- 
Ten for her Mouth ſo lovely wide (poor wretch) 
Prom ear to ear ſhe alwaies doth it ſtretch. 
nd though ſome peoples mouthes are very narrow, 
Ver ſhe by her mothers lide deſcended from a Spar- 
A penny loafe goes in with little adoe, (row. 
Being butter d with the froth that hangs thereto. 


= 4 


Then for her tongue, the Cows is not more Neat, 
For ſroughnes and for bignes ſo compleate, -. 
© That if you ſaw the Cowes and hers together, 
"3 You'd queſtion which had lovelieſt tongue of either. 
A d when ſhe ſpeakes Thunder is not fo loud 
1 *Z1: ſelf: of which ſhees not alittle proud. 
on 2 Nay more then that when the is pleas'd to tings 
le, The hills ſome 2 miles off will eccho with the ring. 
Her teeth are of a comely Watchet hues | 
For thoſe ſmal ſtore ſhe has, indeed they arevery fem. 
For being almoſt coothleſs, we may fav, 
That ſhe's a harmeleſs creature: and Ile lay 
A wager, for their colour they ſhall vie, 
ich the trueſt Turkeys ſtore for trueit die. 
„Ne there is hope that ſhe will ce long, 
e, % Lo: thoſe ſni has, by her daily clapping tongue. 
er Wich ſhee's ſo us'd to, that it needs mult ſoften, 
The poor remainder, by being jogg'd ſo often. 
d } T:en 


12 Oxford Drollery. 


Ihen for her breath it is fo very ſtrong, i 
Thar dead men ſmelling it, it will theie 9 pre- 
| long. 
Her cheeks like dug do ſſag about, and ſans 
Still up amd down like two good leathern bag. 
and for paleneſe, this j needs muſt tell ye, 
Tney may compare with the very white(t lil. 


Then for her chin, I will yon not much trovb'e 
With the deſcriptiev, it is {ame ten times double, 
And double chin; are cohnted ornamental, | 

At which a ſnotty jewel hangs moſt oriental. 


And under which a neck of colour tawny, 
Which is the Tarks true beauty: a pair of braun 
Arms, and Shonlders to ſupport it: at which - 
Two bands are faſtened, that go thorow ſtitch, 
Have you ſeen a good lage ſhoulder of Mutton, 
One hand of hers, T wartsnt you for s button, | 
Re ; ſpoke unto her moſt eternal fame, (lame, 
Ir excels in breadth, inthickneſe, and in length the 
Add to e ch finger to warble it on the Citern, 

Fine nails (he has like to the clawer of a Litteyn, 
* fingers are not long, tha.*'s to make leather 

ear, 
Tue longeſt ſcarce an inch, but lovely thick I ſwesr« 
A 1d leaſt her fingers ſnot : n:ſs ſhould do her wrong, 
Her nails that want ſupplies, they be ſovery lang. 
And 


ny. 


Beſides ell this ſhe has another gilt 
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od as I have been told her Grannum being dead; 


10. V. riſe gun; and to believ Lem lead 


ng. 


B / this ſame reaſon j cauſe we a ſtory have, 
hat long nails ſcratch their Graroum 2 o' 
| ave, 


Tc have ad,waſle at all.there's fo much thrifr, 

And having then no walle, ſhee needs mult make a 
ſavovr, 

When ſhe is plea d behind to let us taſte her favour, 


Which from her blind check, hen it out doth come 


"T xould do one heart good then to be out or οj, 
But if the toom be clofs as many times they are, 

1a two hours time be ſure you mult not enter there, 
For with one crack I heard it from a brother, 

She biew a Stool ftom one endet the room to Vather © 


Her breaſts like ſatchel, harg below her belly, 

To hide the thing you wet ot ; ef which to tell you: 
I am much aſiamid, but yet be ru!'d by me, 

Not ence to tail of the forbidderytree, 

Leait ſearcbing further than is fit to paſs, - 
Inſtead of ſcuit as A ular you embrace an OM arſe, 


Then to ſupport this glotious Fabrick, enter 
A brace of lovely thighs, neighbouts ob venter. 
Which lawfylly we Bay call luſty column, 

Ia praiſe of which one may write many volumss- 


Aad 
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And all too lice, becauſe they are too bigg, 
And ſerve her brave to dance a merry jig2, (plenty, 
Which when the doe's, though of pillars there art. 
Yet to ſupportthe room we then had need of tweny 
Forwhen the bim poor thing) it any time doth crack 
Fae thighs ſo nexr needs muſt hear it ſpeak» | 
Indeed it is a comfort being poſſeſt with griefe, 
T' impart ones mind to thoſe that may afford reliefs 
My meaning' thus, as being over-hot, 
T.cw:n!fom thence would cool a boyling pot. 


Then for her Legge, as (trait as any Bou. 

Wuich yon will quickly tind it you'l but peep below 
And tor her calt ſhe now I ſay doth mean 

To increte it much, becauſe it is ſo leane. 

Andto 1 icreaſe ith calfe, a+ I aid before, 

She daily feeds on Veal, ard that good ſtore. 

For the calf and ſmall in bignes are ſo even, 

Tan one to decide it, was of his wits bereaver. 

A 1d for her (mull it is fo very big, 

covers both her Ancie', that yeu muſt digg 

To ſee um: which brings me to her Feet, 

Which does me good to ſee her heels to meet, 

In ſuch an orderly pace, that were the Snail 

And She to foot it, I queſtion who'd prevaile, 
And us the Snail daes leave a flimy lace, 

So the lean carth's larded when ſhe mend her pace. 


x ©» Her 


ety, 
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et feet are like her hands both thick and ſhort, 
Horſe foot may compare to em in any fort. 

hich makes me leave em, and 10undly come to her 
Toes. 


Delicing that thou that heat ſt to ſtop thy noſe. 


Dr elſe the ſent will teach thee patience. 


E. 


nd ſhe is cal'd Miſtriſs ſurreverence- 
Poſtſcript. 


ud ir not e in vertu very walomr, 
F which mo man can poſſibly be Jealous, 
"le ſum up all in this, to make ſome ſport, 
bat though the florye's long, yet ſhees but ſhort; 


— — 


In Elegy on the death of John Seamore formerly 4 
Tailer, let Lately Mi- car yer, Feniller and Porter 
4% Mr, Brome Whorwood «t Halton new 
Oxford, Dronn'd in his Meat on a ( brift- 
muſs eve in 4 great frofl, be was 
i ſeventy yeares d. 


*%i 
WA honeſt 5. h ſo ſoon remove, 
 A\vond | 


et tis to me I do proteſt. 
Linleſs that den cvme to um out of love, 
And told him nom tw time to take his reſt. 
For 
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For ſeventy winrers, and to each a ſummer, 

e has poor Heart been a patient avercomery { 
Yetnow I think on' , I have found his end, . 
*Cauſe he in' life, to th* water nere was friend, 
For on his ſhoulders this 1 needs mull Gay, 
He was the cauſe much water was made a 
And ſo the water being now in 
Made him away, us it were, by retaliation ; 
For lince the froit, I this muſt ſay of John 
For to provolꝰ i he oft it trampled on, 
Oc did the waters io them think him cruel, 
©" *Cuuſe to their antsgon | fire, de added fuel, 
For they being put within a brazen womb 
Jaſtead of friendſhip there, they found a tomb, 
Nay more then thar, its fury to ptovoke, 
He cauz'd ſome waters to evaporate in ſmoke, 
And that ſame ſmoke to do him a deſpight, 
Flew into's eyes, that he could not ſee that night, 
I am ſure be had no moat isis eye, tor he | 
Found it ſo dark the moat be could not ſee z 
I rather think (a beam by his often carrying wood, 
And you'l think ſo too if it be righty,undertiood, 
Or did be think tbe. moat not deep enough, 
But —— Ses muſt add, end 7 — 
Ther in hiqſe it t come 1 da 7 
He * then he hegught t 

ith Jackezagens 3 14460361 


And lo ge de cen 


d come in | * 
If 
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It it be ſo, then c I needs mult tel]  % 
ou ſhould have put a Female in their Belly 3 
or "(is not no 25 inthe Creation 
Ne admit ſecondary cauſes to work upon; a 
r being a Taylor did! he think to wind 
d the bottom o'ch' Most, and there to find 
Is thred of life, and through his Needles eye, 
2 go to Heaven, being poor, when le ſhould die 3 
ad for his Shears he nete s couple ſaw, 
or out of Ovſeradſhite he nt're his breath did dra, 
): was he at that time ſo very a Gull 
Lo think the Moat was but a Thimble full; 
or this Fm confident his Var d could ae're 
teach toth* bo!tom, ſodeep the place was there: 
3y, had his Goofe been there I care boldly foy, 
would have drouned been betore't had gone away; 
e thought wit!,'s Badkin to meke ey -let hole 
„ Wc water, bu“ prov” d an inlet to him poot ſoul 
a no min bulineſs he ever had an :rch, 
zut in's on alwayes went thorow e ſt uc“ 
, No wraftle with him once I pave x double Jugg, 
, zut in grapling with him gave e Cornith hngg, 
het down I fell and gie tt e' re hisKIH try d 
| or ever fince I have hd a Girch in my fide. 
1 1588 lian des Porter wats f r at ene knock 
11 


ve Ice did open, and to ui un 00 K 


«airy Gate, an in imb or! mn, 
ud, lim alone it 2d — been: 
* Ye: 
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Yet great reſpect hen he to ſome did give, 

For he bare-headed centred a+ hope to live 

B e. was to Neprone and, Ladies es I hear, 

Thinkins they the:r Chr iſtmas did keep there 3 

It it de fo, / thi« it was well done, 

For Vun told him that his (ils run; 

For quickly he came thither, Þ aw quick, 

Being gone 1 den be Ore lic ee wan lick 5 
20d Hot too taſti judge of I tor I wail, 

He h- d hoiy tbong'its 1's Head when con be tell, 

I thinking that tue place was boly ground, 

For both is $i: ics were eff when we him found; 

It then inns Hd and Feet he was fo lowly- 

Minded, we need mit think the middle holy; 

But whether ſome or all were holy, this I know, 

The place ten wes plain till he made it ſo. 

He was: Þ tr fer tellow ton, though very lean, 

don being (ken 1p 11 can lay clean) 

Within his mc! thick Pockets there we found, 

F mir lovely Purſes lap! up ten times round 

Which ſte tied were with two pences and pence, 

Which drew us near till the ſent drave us thence 3 

Whic! wich ant © 11'y, fat meat, and other peer, 

Were groun {0 10! ty to my, and foclear 

With dirt and greaſe, that gave us ſuch a hogo, 

As woll a pu:ton'd a luſty Maſtive Dogo; 

[1s alrogether there in Folio, 

W 11's that the Cook had brought us there an ay 

Ot 
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For thoſe that ſaw the Pockets and Parſes together, 

Be gan to think they were made of ſtinking Leather, 

He alſo was a wel:- ted man, for after Supper, 

The gleaning Cruſts he ſtill put undei's Crupper z 

And los ud chem there till mornirg,then up he gete, 

Looks che his hoard with ſmiles, then coughs and 

if its; 

T. clear bis pretty throst, then down he thruſts 

I ro his lovely Cutts, the qwnd cruſts, 

Wirich moiſtaed were with ſomething hanging by, 

'T was avieifire to look on with neither eye, 

Then ſhikes his Evrs being ſeventy two in ally 

= h thoſe two o head, being over gone with the 

all : 

Tien down for's ſecond Breakfaſt goes a pace, 

B VH thorow tos muc h haſt once die break his face ; 

Which Neighbours hearing nimbly they came thi- 
ther, 

And with Henbane and Hogi-dung, twas quickly 
clo;*d toner! e- 

Ten one ot an ancient houſe, call'd Maſter death 
him ſummons, 

To come awav to him end be would mend his com- 

N. putting him into a new teveral ground, (mons; 

Which ſeems ta me as if it were a Pound 3 

Th tearing i, ſaeet voice came gaping all the 
way, 

And with bis to great ſpeed did maxe himſelt a- 
Way; B 2 | 
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I; it ſo then Jh, it was thy fault 

That Drath to quench his chirſt made thee his 
Draught: 

Nat be it ſo ot not, my Faith 's the ſtronger 

To think he dyed cauſe he could live no longer, 

And being gone this is all can be ſed 

At ſeventy years of age cis time :o go to bed · 

I dare not eit add, tor without all doubt 

H's falling in did kill hm, not his going out. 


* 


An A 1107 414 On his Namt John 
Seamore. 


Ants 
OTam onthe See 
T h: Diſt ich. 

OI fay too when te did trample on'e, 
But being in, he now hath undergone; 
To talk at random thus O what a fool is he, 
Wien ke was in to ſav, Ol am on the Ses. 


O: thus, 


1, 


bis 
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John S22Mmores 


Ro me it Octane 


Diftich, 


Ou ſee his Name implies a watry deſire, (fre ; 
OGod forbid/hat any then ſhould put him in totꝭ. 
I: he had (31d o top the Ice had never broke, 
But row me in ſays he, and fo .at as he ſpoke* 
To ſearch into the deep was his defire poor man, 
Or elſe he'd ne ce a ſaid, A, 11th” Ocean, 


— — — — * — — — 


Tus Parliament Trosrert ho lay ich in Scotland: Un 
Imitation of tha Song f Be Bells. 


T One come away to the Tavern I ſay, 

Whilſt we have time and leiſure for to think 
I find our State lyes tottering of late. 
And that e re long we ſſi t have time to drink, 
Then here's a bealth to thee, to thee and me; 
To me and thee, to thee and me, 


2. I find belide that Lilly has been try , 
To toſs the Stars and Planets on his Pen 3 

Bat when that he into their depth did ſee, 
Concluded that ſad fate attends our men. 

B 3 17 
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_ Tet ve will merry be, a health to thee 
And mi, to me and thee, to tore and me. 


3+ Beſides our G:nersl, which fonght for us all, 
By God's atfliting band does wan: rel:er, 
And will e're long merch in the throng 
Ol deaths own A:my to command in chic. 
Tet we will mr) be, for there will come, 
For there will come a: gd, 41 he, 


4. For nought bat K ng on the peoples Tongue: 
doth ring, 
Which makes our Grandees hearts go pit a pat, 
Nay they do q ae, ad bxgin to ſtink at ſtake, 
But here”; to thee let them go look to that» 
And un be com 5 at cry, 
God ſave Ring Cuarles and 4'! the Riyal Progeny. 


The Swilrand. 


Hen Lentil his name (hall altered be, 
For het d give all he ha to be gont 

And Aſf tin muſt fly as faſt as he 

With his M ſtreflss every one. 
The P. eſident then ſhall one be made, 

For Derich his Herauld ſha!l be; 
His Legos and his Arms they ſhall be diſpla, d, 

For a B:oad-ſhew tha: all men may fee, 


And 
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And for the reſt it will be thought fit 
To taſte of the Prelident's Cup, 
For they*ce moſt of them Gentlemen every whir, 
Tlierctore they or their Arms mult hang ug 
Not a man vill be ſeen to weep weep 
For the loſs of our Engliſh Brſhaw'y 
But rathęt᷑ will joy to ſee them v ſlecp 
Tant fo they may wakea cur Laws. 


The ats Scilding I ife, 
Tune, 6. Fro ick. 


1. As ever man ſo ved witha W.fe 
As I poor H imptrcy Dy, 
For now I am weary of my lite, 
A: you will find by the ſtory. 
For every night ſhe beats me 
And every day ſhe chess me, f 
She flounces and kicks, and ſhe playes her wick 
Add this is the way ſhe treats me. 


2. When once a week hut two pence | ſpend, 
With my Neighbours at a meeting, 
She preſently after me doth ſend 


And then ſhebegins her greeting: 
B 4 But 
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Fat when I do but come in Sir, 
Then ſhe begins for to grin Sr, 
o kick and tc fling, and to make the houſe ring, 
With a pox take yee where have you been Fr. 


„ When then quoth I, T lately went out 
lToftperk with my Neighbour Pr) 
But betore I can turn my felf about 
She (lies at me like a Fury: 
How dare you go out c'th' doors Sir, 
; Andithus to run after Whores Sir; 
Ie mvke you to,fit, to ſpin and to knit 
And never offend me more Sir. 


4+ Then down on my Mary-bones I fall, 

And ! cry to her teccasi; 
Or elſe ſhe begins to ſcold and to brawl, 

And ſu ear all the Town ſhall notlave yes 
Nay if yau do but onatch Sir, 

Or cttcr to draw the Latch Sir, 
Ie ſet up my note, and Vie bang your Goat, 

And 1 t!1ink you have met with your match Sir, 


Tie 


Parti: Oxford Drollery: 
The Scornful Laſi. 
Tune, The Gun: fleet 


Gallant once did wooe a Laſs 
But ſhe was wondrous coy þ 
He told ber he her Servant was 
And ſhe his only joy- 
thou quoth he, wilt wed with me, -4 
No other Girle Ple fancy, 
Troth no quoth ſhe, it ne*re will be, 
For you never ſhall bed with Nancy; 


2. He daily did ſollicit her 
With preſents good and many, 
And told her that he honour'd her 
And lov'd her belt of any. . 
Your love quoth ſhe, appears to me, 
Juſt like à poiſon'd Potion, 
Then never move me more with love, 
For I hate to hear the motion. 


3+ Then to her Parents he began 
To tell his doleful tale, 

And pray'd them lend their help in band 
That ſo he might prevail, 


They 
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They chid at her, ſhe chid at him, 
And gave him ample warning, 

If e'ce the were forc'd to marry him, 
She vow'd that ſhe would horn him, 


I am ſick quoth he, are you ſick quoth ſhe, 
Bor pray where lies your = 

At my heart quoth he, at vour heart quoth ſhe, 
Pray let it blood it vein x 

Twill kill quoth he, no matter quoth ſhe, 
I would not have you recover: 

And on your Grave, this Mato I'll have, 
Here lies a fooliſh Lover. 


*»——kÄ 0 
— 


A Song call d my Miſtreſs is all the Genders, 
Tune, Shack'e de Hay. 
1. A* firſt ſhe's counted Maſculine, 


Becaute ſhz's a Virago, 
And born at ch' Indies under the Line 
At the Uland call'd 7b-gs, 
Where ſhe bas deceiv'd full many a man, 
That they from her have quivering ran, 
As if they had had an ago. 


2s Anather 
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A other cal.'d her Feminine, 
And ſwore ſhe of that ſex is, 
Cine when her Book they'd interline, 
They never uſe Indexes, 
For t irn unto what place you will, 
vou“ alwayes find it open (till, 
Which never man perplexes, 


„ Taen I heard another ſey, 
He thought ſhe was a Neuter, 
Be cauſe there came the orher day 
A Papil and a Tutor ; 
Bit unto neither ſhe'd incline, 
Yet unto both would {ingly joyn, 


That fo they might recruic hers 


4+ Taen I thought her the Common of two 
From the couple laſt was there Sir, 
And to her Parents gave their due 
A: bic and hc did ſwear Sir. 
Bat if chat ſhe be Common to two: 
Then ſhe*.1 be ſo to me and you, 
And therefore have a care Sir. 


. Taen I thought her the Common of three} 
bic, hec and bec being with her, 

Ani Felix, O happy wis he 
Did catch them all together. 
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And if that ſhe common to three 
Sht ' I ne*re be true to you nor me, 

Nor conſtant unto either. 


Then I thought, and ſo would you, 
She was of the doubtful Gender, 
For hic vel hee, and dies too 
Did Day by Day atrend her : 
And o'ch' doubtful Gender if ſhe be 
She*l doubtful be, to you end me 
Although we do betriend her. 


7, And after we had ſcan'd her faults 
We found her much obſcœne a 

And ſet a perigd to our thoughts 
To call her Epicen: 

Both be and ſhe Hermaphrodite 

And Aqvila did (wear ſhe was right, 
And cali'd her Pocky Qneanz 


8, Thus 1 have ſhew'd my Miſtreſs t ye 
Both Feminine, Maſ? and Neuer, 
Nay Common of two and Common of three, 
3 — nd Doubtful to her Suiter, 
n we may her call, 
Brcauſd the ſwears ſhe owns them all, 
Thece's none that can confute ber, 
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ly Miſtreſs underſl ands all the Caſes, and therefore 
a great Lawyer, 


Tune, Shackle de Hay. 
M Miſtreſs ſhe hath policy 

| There's none can undermine her, 
For underneath her ſelf ſhall lie, 

Yet I will not define her. 
She all mens Caſes makes her own, 
"Cauſe ſhe's to all their Caſes known, 

And therefore I'le decline her. 


2. And firſt ſhe is a Nominative 
"Cauſe ſhe declineth nwwen 
And in the Act hominative 
Denies nor Knights nor Veomen 
Nay ſhe can name them all at larg” 
That e te has ſaild within her Barge, 
Whether they be tall or low men, 


Next I call her Genitive 
"Cauſe ſhe", for peocreation, 
And ſhe doth uſe a Lenirive 
As a help to Generation. 
Nay ſhe's for getting all ſhe can 
From every ſtout begetting man, 
The beſt in all the Nation, 


4, Tata 
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4+ Then a Dative ſhe is known, 
From de that was her Founder, 

And before you quick falls down, 
And hes ++ lit a:a Flownders 


Bat what{o>ever ſhe doth give 5, 
She ten umes more doth ſtill recen e, 
Wh:ch ſeems to me a wonder Fe 
5+ I then Accuſative ber call - 
When ever they n:gle ber, 
For ſhe I curſe and blame them all 
hecauſe they do re jett her: 
Bit when her blaming fir is o're. — 4 
You then ray enter her Portall Door, 
A 1d calls you her Frott dos. 
6. Nay *!1 do call her Vocative 
Becaule ſhe has a Vocation, 
And has #n Art provocative 
T. invite *cm to her Station: ö 


Ratwhen they cfter to go zwey, 
Tam O che cries, Whoop Holidy, 
Leis uſe Conglutination- 


7. Laſt I call her Ablative 
Becauſe ſhe's alwayes taking, 

A though her Suiters much do give, 
Let ſhe will till be taking: 
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Far in, with, threweh, fa, by, and than 
Ae the liens by which ſhe knows the man, 
Mult ſet her Oven a bakicg. 


$ Thus from the firſt to the Ablative, 
Yo! ſee ſhe knows the way Sir, 
For when I met her at Hack- he 
Near Oxford the did fay Sir, 
That he "ad a Cale for every man, 
Ad put him tot do what he can, 
And ({t{[ wiil hold him play S re 


9 


A Song, 


Tune, #7y /hou'd Betty now ſlight my Love. 


1 V Hy ſhould Ce ia row be coy, 


$ nce that ſh: and 1 were ſo free 


To all emoraces, and deſtroy 
The frame of Love in its Inf incy. 
Ii becauſe my Flocks from mary 
Now reduced are to few: 
Know my Calia that to ga n you 
I did tell em off, and did (ell em off 


For Fancies and for Koacks for you. 


2. Oe 
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2. Or ist cuuſe you fancy ranging, 
That your love's to me the leſs, 
Know my Celia that In changing, 
You the fire of Love ſuppreſſe, 
And from thence will raiſe a humour, 
That you uever can alay, 
"Which will (well to ſuch a tumour, 
That you nev:r can, Fancy any man 
Longer then 4 night or day. 


Oc &ethink my thoughts will ramble, 
After another meiner face 
And like the common- Lover ſcramble 
kvery day for a new embrace. 
When thy ſtrong magnetice power 
Such an ioilacace hath on me 
Thatwerel to receive a dower. 
Though the greateſt ſhee, or prettieſt ſhee, 
Yet I'd conſtant be to thee, 


<— — — 


Quah He, and Quoth She. 
Tune. The new Jg. 


I Hy Nanny quoth he, Why Fanny quoth ſhe 
VV Your will Sie 
I love theo quot he, Do you love me quoth ſhe, 


Da fo titll Sir, 


Vide 


7 
* 


41 
Ti 
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Tdgi'thee quoth he, Wou'd you gi me quoth ſhe, 
But what Sir ? 


Why, ſome mony quoth he, O, ſome mony quoth ſhe, 
Let me ha c Sir. 


Ide ha'thee quoth he, Wou'd you ha'me quoth ſhe, * 
But where Sir ? 
To my chamber quoth he, To your chamber qth.ſhe, 
Why there Sir ? 
d kiſs thee quoth he, Wou'd you kiſs me quoth ſhe, 
But when Sir ? 


Why now quoth he, Neither now — — N 
ot t It's 


Id hug thee quoth he, Wouw'd you hug me qth-ſhe, 


How much Sir ? 


Why a little quoth he, 'Tis a little quoth (he , 
Not = touch Sir. 4 


I am ſickiſh quoth he, Are you ſickiſh quoth ſhe, 
But why Sir? 


Cauſe you flight me quoth he, Do I flight you qth-ſhez 
'Tis 3 lye Sir. 


4+ I'me dying quoth he, O dying quoth ſhe 
Are you ſure on 


Tis certain quoth he, Iĩ̃ t be certain quoth ſhe, 
There's no cute ont. 


=” Ten 
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Taen farewel quoth he, T 11d tarewe! quoth ſhe 
My true love. 


Tam going quoth he, So am I roo quorth ſhes Nt 
Ja new Love. 
1 3 5 
A SONG. H. 


une, The Ghſt; at the Kings houſe. 


[ Alwayes reſolv'd to be free f rom the charms, To 
[that Love with his ſubeilty ere cou'd invent. 
I kickt at his Deny, ſcoru d at the harms, 
7 bat be could infli to abridge my content, To 
Bit row I do ind. 
hat though the Gd he be blind, 7 
The mark he has hit, and hath changed my mind, 
Thous oh Cid thought he be, 
Yet his Manhood Tee, 
For with one poor ſhatt he hath conquered me. 


2 I likewiſe before great beauties didſee, (eye, „ 
With charms in their tongue, and darts in the I 7d 
Who ſtris 'i by their wil es to intoxicate me, 
But never till now they my heart could ſurprizty} By 
But no I do ſee, * 
Thet a ſlave I mutt be Tt 

To that which before was a ſervant to me, l 

or 
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For the ang:cy God's dart, 


FHith ſo pierced my heart, 
No balm tha. apply q, hut jucreaſe th my ſmart. 


And thus being pludg d in this Love in a mee, 
Tais thing call'd a Labyrinth, where I relide, 
Hath f cy tarnings and windings,and fo many waiess 
© That none can get out unleſs by a Guide, 
BN ay Gaice is ſo coy, 
* Though my ſoul / imploy 
To le at her feet, yet my hopes ſhee'! deſtroy, 
And ratherthan/ 0 
Will keep parl with hes eye 
To add to my bor ds, I am reſolved to dye. 


— — 1 —— en, 8 9 _ _— 
—__—_ — 
_ —_— 


A SONG. 
Tune, Ib Duke of Richmmnd's Frolick, 


1 * Pax upon this paltry peeviſh, whining love. 
I: never more ſhall, harbour in my breꝰſti 
$7 daily did with paſſion, and with preſents move 
This cruel ſhe to give my ſoul ſome reſt, 
Bat (he WOA here vouchfate to grant reliefe, 
© By tongue or eye unto my penuve mind, 
'Tthecefore thus reſolve toeale my grief, 


Fer evermore to hate all womaneking, 
C 2 2, For 
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2. For Tee another Miſtreſs got thats kind and fair, 
And ſp2rkles more than ever did her eyes 
She's cloyſter'd in a Pottle Pot and Debonair, 
And none but the can tre my heart ſurpriſe, 
T ſhe alone is my Landibrides, 
And my Cansty- bird I do her call, 
Ney | le embrace het though'c be on the lees, 
And the ſhall be to me my all in all. 
(crew, 
3. Taen farewell love and farewel all your ſubtle 
You n ce within my Manſion more hall bide, 
To ell your witchcrafts and your wiles I bid adieu 
And ell yo: r charming Votaries belide. 
Nay rather dhen agen Vie be your ſlave 
e court the pox,the pox both great and ſmall, 
The plague to boo to bring me to my Grave, 
Or any thirg elſe, nay court the Devil and all, 


A Su g 01 4 Snain and bis Miftreſs, * | 

1. Owa in « Valley enameled all with Flowers, 
I ſaw + Swila a pretty Laſs a courting, 

They ſa e in ſhide that petiwig d was like bom eri, 

3 k E> out the Sun or any might ſee hem 4 

She look d cherrily, (ſporting- 


He ſung merrily, i 
Chanting 


lit, 


, 
le 
e, 
eu 


er 
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Chanting out ſome Roundelaier 


And all was in this Laſſes praiſe, '(gaze- 
But ſhe, through hope and fear did on this Swain 
7 (there 


2. Qoth he ſweet heart do'ſ ſee jon drooping Roſe 
At thy approach his head does hang ful low don 
And at thy colour now 8 bluſhing grows there, 
And from thy brighteye his head doth bow down, 
Quoth ſhe ſmilingly, 
You beguilingly, 
Liſe theſe words unto me, 
Then pray leave off to wooe me, 
For if my Maiden head be loſt you undo me. 


3+ Then he took his Arms to cheat her, 

And vow'd that he wich kiſſes ſtill wo'd ſtore her, 
And that no other harm ſhould er'e come near her, 
Thaa what her mother had recciv'd before her, 

Yet hettrembling 

Fear diſſembling, 
Till the God had ſhot his Dart | 
Which did pierce her tender beart, (port. 


And from that time ſhe from the Swain could n'ce 


' 4+ And now thi; Laſs that was ſo nice and coyiſh 


Unto this Swain before this h ppy mee ing, 
Was now become more buxotne free and toyiſhs 
And oſten did deſire a ſecond meeting; 
C 3 Then 
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Then this Shepheard Lad. 
Whom Lede terter'd had, 
Now left off his woing, 
And nimbly fell to doing. 
And ſhe poor heart did cleave full cloſe unto fr. 


— — — — 


A SONG, 
Tune, Thomas i cannit, 


Ome my A., Let us be jolly, 
Now we are both come hither ; 
Thy Mothers from home, and we are alone, 
Then let ut be merry together 
Fe géchee ſome rings and bracelets fine, 
Aad other fine trinkets if thouꝰ be mine, 
In truth good Sir / dare not incline, 
My Mother duth tell me I mewn not, I mun not, 
My Mother doth tell me I mun nit» 


2 Jie gi chee a gown of the vineſt 2 Ik, 
The like is never zeen a 


Thou ſh»: ha the cream of all the milk 
Odi cowes that go on the Green a 
To make the curds and cheeſecakes ſtore, 
— — 2 too all ſugted o te 
Sir then ſay no More, 
77% "ther does tel] me, I myn net; 1 man not, &c. 


3 Thy 


4 . \ 
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3. Tay Waſtcoat ſhall be of Scarlet too 

With Ribbands tyed together, 
Thy Stockings of a bow dygd hue, 

And Shooes of Epanifh-learher 3 
Ligon esch Shooe s ſilken knot, 
For to ſet out thy delicate Foot 
In truth good Sir I dare not doo'!, 
Ay mother duth tell me un not, I mun not, 
Aly mcher doth tell me I mn nel 


4. Tay Petticoat ſhall be of Sy 
The beſt in all the Town a, 
And thou ſhalt wear it every day 
And ſo thon halt thy Gown a, 
Thy Smock ſhall be of Holland fine 
thou in love with me woov'c joyn , 
Ia truth good Sir I dare not combine, 
My) myther does tell me, &c. 


©, Vie Feoff thee in a Copy- hold 
Of twenty pounds a year a, 

And I have vorty pounds in Gold 
Will ſerve ta make good cheat 3. 

O no you men I know you well, 

But give you en inch you'l take an ell 

And when you ha* done you tales will tell, 
In truth good Sir I mn not, I mun not, 


A mother does tell we F mun note 
C 4 6, Why 


f 
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6. Why then my Milly bereT vow 
| My tongue ſhall ſtill be ſealed, 
| And whatſoever we do now | 
| Shall never be revealed, 
| And one ſweet kiſs will ſea] the ſame, * 
Deny me this you ace to blame, 
O this kiſs kiſs doth ſo inflame, 
cannot lo d out a minute, a wine 
1 cannit hold out a minute, 


The erer Amuirous Lover, a Song. 


1. W As ever man ſo happy 281 Sir, 
My M-frifs has gi'n me a kiſs, 

Bit I full long at her door did lie Sir, 
Be fore I could compaſs this. 

I cring*d and I bow'd, and I ſung to my Crow's 
But never could get it before, 

And it but another I may be allou d 
Pic lie there a twelvemonth more. 


2+ Though for a time ſhe did depriie TE 
Tae favotir of ſee ung her Face, 
Tnat balmy k fs did fo revive me 
It made ms take heart 8 graces 


And 
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AA if as I ſee, ſuch virtue there be, 

I 1 one poor innocent kiſs, 
e g ve my eſtate, what e te be my fate, 

T. get ſuch another as this: 


2- For he that's poſſeſi d with riches and honour - 
May meet with a cruel Dame 
Till Cgnifie until he has won her, 
To aniwer his amarous flame. (talk, 
Let him hunt, let him hawk, let him drink, let him 
And ſtrive to forget her diſdain, 
He ncꝰre in his breaſt, will have any ref, 
Untill he come to her again. 


The Confident G all ant with her anſwers 


Tune. 


0 * my pretty Nan, I muſt be the man 
That muſt enjoy thee, 
If thou' be true to me, Ple be thy friend, 
Nay Lie thy Champion be,nought ſhall aanoy thee, 
And will be true to thee unto the end. 
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Then prethee be not coy, tis a fool ſh toy 
Which I detire, 
Kacu'ſt thou the pleaſure ore, thou*dſt it require, 
Maiden-be:d; are things, that have b tter (tings 
And no pleaſure brings 
Till in the Ams of a Friend it expire. 


Her Aer. 


thee friend be gone, for T zfil ba none 
Of «hv enthraces, 
Nor will be tre 15 thee noe nole hour, 
For I have a rend, that 1 ds nend 
Io yieid thole ges, 
He, he, donne, hall crop the Flower 
Thovugiy cu 11) P a cov, for s foo! ſh toy, 
ird H- a'l. 
Though the Ten meets fhv!ld (il me ply all, 
For M: e-head's 2 tl. ug 
Th eee ſtu:g | 
A de pleaſure bring 0 
Uato the mn when he finds ſhe is Loyal. 


ASONG, 
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% 


ASONSG. 


Toa AMelancholly Tart, 


T Ow wee is Me poor man 
N Fun unt love do what cg 
All my ſtriving is in vain 
For Cupid beg ſo torfures me 
I daily ſuffer pain, 
O cruel deſtiny, 
Thus to make us diſagree 
Either give her a heart of fire, 
Or mine of Ice, that in atrice 
May cool my fond delire- 


Then will I adore thy Deity, and give 

Thee all thy Attributes whilſt I do live, 
That all the world may then convinced be 
Thou'rt not a God of power alone but equity. 


Nay belide, an Altar I'le provide ſhall be 
For ever dedicated unto thee : 

On which a daily Sacrifice of Doves ſhall be 
For ever offered up unto thy Deity« 
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The moving Gallant a SONG, 
Tune, Ars. Mary': Delight. 


Ome hither my deareſt, come hither to me, 
And 1 will be ſo loving to thee, 
A's never was man before, 
Then gi me thy heart and thou ſha't ha mine 


For if I may be certain o' thine, 


Fe never defire no more. 
Then unto my Houſe we'l trip it away, 
And fit and provide for the wedding day, 
We'l dance, and we'l (ing, 
And the Bells hall ring, 
And the Fidlers round about us ſhall play: | 


2. Thy Body with rich apparel Vie deck, 


And round about thy Ivory Neck 
« Ple place s chain of pearl, 

So round, and ſo good, fo fair, and ſo neat 
That every one that chances to ſee t 

Will fay thou *rt a lovely Girle. 
Then be not ſo coy, but come away, 
And / le embrace thee both night and day, 

1 vow and ſwear, 

Thou ſha't be my dear, 


hd mbcrily we will ſing and play. 


3. The 


part I. Oxford Drollery)} 4 
3- The maid ſhe ſtood off and bluſhing ſaid, 
I fear you mean to betray a maid 
Taat never did love before, 
For men will diſſemble aud cog and lie 
And ſwear they l love you faithfully 
When they have another in ſtore. 
But if that you mean to be faithful and true 
And that I ſhould be ſo to you, | 
Be loving and kind, 
And ſtili ina mind, 
Or elſe for evermore adieu, 


— 


The Doating Shepheard, 
Tune, So goed, fo ſacet, ſo all Divine. 


1. P. Shepheard I am fallen in love, 
And all my Sheep are gone aftray, 
When I but after them do move 
To bring them back I looſe my way, 
Fur Love fo tortures me that I 
Doe dying live and living die. 


2. When my 44arina doth appear 
Bedeck't with Flowers and Garlands {yg 
Yon'd think the graces all were there 
And in her pretty face did meet. 
But when I look, upon ber che, 
' 4 dying live, &c. 


3- Whey 
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3. When J too my Mina $0 
Expecting from her eye te lief, 
Her cruel looks doth anſwer no - 
Which fills my heart ſo full of grief 
That daily I do ute and cr, 
. 4 dying live and living dit. 


Part], 


4+ Methinks *cis ſtrange that one ſo fair 
Should ever bear acruel mind, 
The more I love, more 1deſpeir, 
And comfort from her none can find, 
Which makes me figh and ſobling cry, 
I dying lide and living die, 


— 
© — 


On a Maid that dyed for Love, 


1. Elcome death the cure of all my 1 
VV | 


Thou alone canit give me eaſe, 
For ail delights my ſences ©'re can borrow 
Never will my fancy pleaſe : 
For love has {>ira.ifporied we with ſadneſs, 
Toy I jnnovſh in Ceſparry 
And a!l d- 1:ces ſove | find is madneſs, 
GWhiclyvdoth caute my grief and cure. 


2. When ſiiſt cheſe eves of mine did but view him, 
O ho my-beart was inflant'd with love 


But 
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But my repentance is that e're I knew him, 


Seeing he did unconſtanc prove: 
When he with ſugered words did wooe me, 
Then my heart with joy was fili d, 

But woe is me they did undoe me, 
And my tender heart bath xi. 


„Then farewel love, and farewel pleaſure, 

Farewell all things of Delight, 

For Lot grief have had my mealure 
And to all I bid good night: 

Farewell tothee the cauſe of all my weeping 
Maiſt tho never thrive in love. 

For when that ſhe has got thy heart in keeping, 

May ſhe ſtill unconſtant prove, 


6ꝙ6Wͤ— — _ —ͤ — — , — —— 


\ 


An Anſvet to Faithleſs Swain, and to 
that Tune. a 


% 
. 


1. | Have loved long in vn] haue lro:d lang in vain, 
For her unkindneſ; cam'd my pain 
Tet vun 1 ne're win dente mm: 
[ of ten leg 4 ber He ia, 
SD yes Ve did decide ne. 


4s Oxford Drollery; Pat J. 
2+ I cor ted ber with conſtancy, I vourted ber with, &c, 
But ſbe with ſmiles did feed my te 
Tet gave me mo denal, 
But when I cams ber love to try 
1 found ber then di 54. 


3. Her vont to me I did leleeve, Her vous tome, &c. 
T binking ſuch beauty cos d ere decerves 
But now | find my error, 
Fer won! and oaths being broke will grieve 
T he Conſcience ſtill with terrer- 


4. 1 mver more will beg her love, I never more, &c. 
Since ſhe aid ſo unconftl ant prove 
Nor ftrive for to obtain ber, 
The greateſt loſs I ere can have, 
Will be if 1 ſhonld gain her. 


5 Hlenceforth mAMiſtreſs Ore ſbal have, Heneefurth,#c, 
* to wake of me her ſlave | 
freedom nom le cheriſh, 
Hind all that do her fo ww crave 


They't find liks wine "till periſh; 


Þ I 


&; 
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The G iming Girle, 
Tane, My) Dog and J. 


1. F} To apretty Maid did go 
To offer her my ſervice free, 
Her anſwer (till to me was no, 
Bur at the loſt we did agree, 
And then I had her company. 


2, Taen I up tomy Chamber went, 
And ſhe came up incontinently, 
Tfound we both to th* ſport were bent, 
Bat ſhe denyed through modeſty, 
And told me cwas but foolery. 


3. I then delir'd her to undreſs, 
She told me no, it was a fin, 
Itoſd her ſhe meant nothing leſs 
Than play a Game ⁊t in and in, 
And then ſhe vow'd that ſhe, would wir. 


4. $1e then to th Chamber door did go 
And clos'd it faſt with all her might, 
And rang'd the Chamber to and fro 
To ſee the cranney's all were right , 
Then ſhe began to = her lligh' 


3. She 
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L. She vow'd at paſſage ſhe'd begin, 
A d after that at Iriſh play, 

An4 when his man e, enter'd in, 
She'd hit and blo: without delay, 
And then at in and in would try, 


She all the Dice did take in hand 
And ſtr;y'd at paſſage to be quick, 

I ſuddenly was ut a ſtand 
And then the ſwore ſhe'd ſhew mea trick, 
So then we cloſe to it both did (tick. 


7. Her's was an Ace, and mine a Tray, 
And then a Cinque came quickly down : 
I thought the duce was in her play, 
She flung ſo faſt it made me frown, 
And then ſhe vow'd all was het own. 


8. I then b:g1n to pawſe awhile, 
Bur ſhe about the Room did dance, 
I ak'd her wherefore the did ſmile, 
She told me cauſe it was her chance 
To beat me though Lud Lance. 


c« She then deſit“ ag to play, 
And I #3 wilting was ns ſhe, 
She took the D.ce without delay, 
And ſhe at paſſage us'd e three, 
That Inomote the Dice could ſee. 
10 
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10. I told her then ſhe u1'd me ill, 
The Dice being mine not let me throw, 
She ſaid in gaming ſhe had kill, 
To keep em whe'r I wou or no, 
And when ſhe ples: d to let them ge. 


11. Ifound that I in priſon wes, 
And that « looſer I had been, 
She ſaid ſhe loft as Much ala: 
With me, although that the did win, 
So we left off our in and in. 


— 


The bold Girle, 
A Gentleman being «t piſr, ſor cl him on the 


breech, and ters the uher 


fode, for that run cut. 


Tune, , Lady and her Maid bring on 4 
merry Pin, 
4+ went to [ 
1 
Tes ight ht, 
— — * 


D 2 I 
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2. I preſently heard a crew, * 
Mong which a high- Hon Laſs, 


She talk'd ſo loud among the crow'd, J 
But the Devil knows who ſhe was, 8 
N 


3. For ſhe clap'd me on the breech, 
And bid me turn about, 
For the other lide that was next the pales 
She (wore was running ont. 


4+ I turn'd about to ſee her, 
Rut found it was too dark, 
Which made me gheſs, ſhe was no leſs 
Than a Deer of Wheſtone's Park, 


72 — 


5; Henceforth I ne'te will piſs 
Againſt a Pale for fear 
Leſt I ſbould meet, in a narrow ſtreet, 
Some more out-lying Deer. 


— 


—— 


Lo el. Ridd . 


n we wo 


Tune, Come ſagetbeart and let melove thee. 


i» Ately I ſaw a very pretty Laſs boy, 
, Which mace ſometb ing ſtand upright, 
"Twas 


Pat. Ox ſott Drollery. 


'T x5 not the hair of my head by the maſs boy, - 
But a thing no Lady will flight. 
Tis ſometimes mounting, ſometimes flaggiag; 
SoTerimes quiet, ſomet mes wagging; 
Nav I have often known it bragging; 
Vet did alwayes ſuffer loſs, 
And ſtiſ came home by weeping croſs, 


2. Nay I have often ſeen him Rand tot, 
Bring accounted very ſtout, 
And ſeldom ever put a hand to“ | 
Till his brains were beaten out:: 
Then would he begin to palter,' * 
And his courage quite did alter, 
Nay his ſpitits all would faker : 
None agen could make um do't 
Uatil an bour or two's rectuir, 


3. Riddle me riddle me, then whit this is, 
Taat is ſuch an ungouth thing, 

Your Ladies think it the height of bliſs 
For to ſhelter it under their wing: 

O ho finely they would praiſe it, 

And endeavour ſtill to raiſe it, 

That poor thing would quite amoze it, 
Were it not of courape ſtrong, 

Dy forcing it to ſtand fo long» 


+ ks 


q * „ 


D 3 4» Then | 
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4+ Then Committee of goſſiping Women 
Needs would know what thing # was, 

And vom d they'd ſearch both bond and Freeman, 
For to know the certain cauſe, 

The one ſaid a white thing, to ther ſaid 8 black thing, 

A third ſaid a lean thing, a fourth (aid a fat thing, 

Puſh quoth the Speaker, I know tis that thing 
With which the Tinker doth ſtop our holes, 
And he alwaies calls it bis big of tool: 


3. Then baving made an end of their peattle, 
Taey ſent for him lo that waited without, 
And all with their tongues did give him ſuch a tanie 
To force him to ſatisfie their ſcrupulom douby, 
Then poor heart be was forc'd for to ſhew it, 
Puſh quoth they we every one do know it, 
Yet we confeſs great reſpect we owe it, 
Becauſe it is our Conſtant friend, 
Taenler's tipple up our Sack nnd there's an end, 


e — —_ 


A SONG, | 
Tune, The Tyrant hath fteln my deareſt an. 


——— 


vs, 

1. E'; not a true Lover thai's faithleſs & troth- 

For lis actions diſcover a faith built on wind 

When be ſwears ,and forſwears,and falters,& alters 
And nothing appears but 8 trescherous mind: 
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Bat it ever he mean, 
H's hands for to clean,. 
From tlc juſt got aſperſion of a menife!t wiown, 
muſt look that he be, 
For the future ſo free, (tongue. 
As always that his bent may keep pace with bus 


2+ For one being deceiv'd will prattſe and tattle, 
Or of honour bereav'd will fill make 8 din; 
Then nothing muſt ſerve but the carriage in marriage 
To make up the brezch of that capital fin, 
Though the ſault be but ſmall, 
Yet they chide and they brawl, 
With he out u it my honoar's undone, 
hen (till it to —— 
And to purchaſe content, . 
Let your heart and your tongue be united in one. 
(liſted, 
z. When the tongue and the heart are twiſted and 
In the Army ot faith none can them divide, 
Their cauſe being good, they | venture to enter, 
The hotteſt encounter what ere them betide, 
Though the Battle be ſtrong, 
And they hold them to'. long, 
By Sophiſtical practice to yield them diſgrace, 
Yet at laſt *ewill r, 
That their cauſe is ſo clear, 
That all that withRood them will yield in the | lace. 
D 4 The 
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The Porjur d Aid. 
Tune, No more Clarinda ſoall thy charms, 


«+ DoOvor per jus d ca drench thine eyne 
In never cealin* ſti eams ot brine, 
Perhaps that ſalt effuſion may 
Bribe thy ſharp deſtinies delay: 
But if there be 


A Deity, 
Which takes revenge on Loves diſdain, 
Thy ruine mult 
Shew Heaven juſt, 
Thou art already ſlain, 
Thos art already ſlain« 


2+ Twice twenty times moſt ſolemnly 
Didit thou oblige thy faith to me, 
Conjuring all the powers above 
The ſure Teſtators of thy Love, 
Yet at thy liſt, 
Like Spiders twiſt, 
This ſacred ty's infiring'd and broke, 
Though perjury 
Will {wallow'd be 
The fl met of Hell will choke, 
The flames ef Hell vill choke, 


z. Wie 


: 
| 
1 
| 
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:, Who would have deem'd that precious mould 
O: moſt Angelick features could, 
Linder thoſe glorious orbs of 1'ght, 
Hive ſcreenꝰꝗ Impoſtures black as night : 
Meth; ns thoſe Rays, 
Limm'4d for the praiſe 
O Jo's skill in Imagery 
Could not have been 
Stain d wich the (in 
Of Infidelity, of infidelity» 


J. But truth was never ſolely bound 
In beauteous extracts to be found, 
Elſe thy moſt rich compolure muſt 
Have ſcorn the treaſon ot a truſt, 
But woe is me, 
Thy fallity, 
Hath blurr'd thine honour, ſtabb d thy friend, 
And brought my years, 
Tarough ſighs and tears, 
To an untimely end, 10 an untimely end. 


5. How will my crying aſhes call 
For vengeance on thy criminal, 
And the ſharp furies of thy ſence 
Afflict thy guilty Conſcience 3 
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Thy murder will, 
Implead thine ill, 
While Ct freſh gore did glide, 
C uding along, 
Jo blaze thy wrong, 
And cratl b,nucide, and crue! hem cid. 


— 


AW:lch Song, 
Tune, Met, Margaret, 


1. U was tell hur now a pretty tale, 
O: hur Sveetheart live in # ze, 
How hur ever, 
Love liur never, 
"Cauſe har was look ſo very pale. 


2. For when hur was to hur a wooing :1de, 
O bur was make a great deal of love beſide, 
But har wes cry, 
When Shinkin come r.iph, 
That Sh ukin with love was almoſt dyde. 
1. 
3. Then hut was take hec by the white hand, 
And lead hut over the Mountain Land, 
Was tog well known, 
Wise hat own, 
Bat Gainich till was at a ſtand. 


J 


Part I, Orford Drollery: 
;» Then hor we take hur a Herp to try 
And play d before hur melodiouſly, ; 
But hur was run, 
| Before bur begun, 
Taat Shiukin's eyes were great with cry. 


5, Tnen hor was ſing hur 8 wiſdom Song, 
Was make in Londencrent while a gone, 


That Shinkins love was quite adone. 


6. Taen bur was reckon har pettigree true 
From Shinkin ap Morgen -p Rice ap Hugh, 
But hur was Jeer, 
When Shinkin come near, 
So hur was bid cruel Gaaith adieu. 


— — 


7 


— 


The pritty bat conſtant Girle. 


To 4 os 


of fr rd” 
And love bonny Nell, 
I never can any thing lack 


She loves me do wondrows well 


60 Oxford Driflery. Part J. 


2, Mv N.lly is frolick and free, 
And, which in a Woman is rare, 
She's conſtant and only to me 
Although the be wondrous fair. 


3, Her h.ir's of a lovely brown, 
With a forehcad both ſmooth and high, 
On which her treſſꝛs hang do vn | 
To ſhelter her delicate eye, 


4+ Her eyes like two Diamonds ſh'ne, 
And ſparkle like ftars in the skie, 
Her cheeks are ſo plump and ſo fine, 
And hath of Roſy die. 


5. Her lipps of a Coal hue, 
Jt like unto Rubies do ſhow, 
Her teeth a pearly crew, | 
And all are as white as Snow. 


, 


6. Her breaſts are two riling monnts 
Well ſet in an Ivory plain 
On which are two fpringing feunts, 
Each tip'd with a cherry in grain. 


7. From her knee to her foot ſhe'sneat, | 4, 
1 — ancle is fine and lean, 
er ſmall is it compleac 
And her ;nflep f. high and clean. 
'4 8. The 
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8. The reſt of her parts are good 
You never reed them try, 
And if it be well underſtood 
'T.s only for ſhe and J. 


The muck: ſong to the ſame Tun-. 


I, Love iss pretty Laſs 
As a0)'s in all the Town, 
Her Face oth ſhine like braſs, 
And her skin of a tawny brown. 


2, Her hairs of a lovely red, 
With Horſe-girth Ribbands y', 
And hangs about her tead 
Like Dog-locks beautifi'd. 


7. Her forehead is low and rough, 
Juſt li ke a pleated Gown, 
Her ears are large and tough, 

And alwayes hanging down. 


4. Her eyes ire ſunk full low 
Into her pretty bead, 
From whence a cream doth flow 
That over her Face doth (pres ]. 
TY 5; The 
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5. Tae one of her eyes are large 
The other is very (mall, 
Her mouth is like a Barge, 
For length, and breadth, and all. 


6. Her Noſe of s S:arlet hue, 
Well ſet with Jemms about, 
Andall do appear in view, 
To adorn her delicate ſnout. 


7. Though her Noſe and Chin did Jarr, 
Yet now they are perfect friends, 
Aud though at diſtance were, 
Now touch at both the ends: 


8. Her teeth they are black and blue, | 
Her tongue, than the Cow more neats 
Her lips of a 8 [ver hue, 
And thaich d with hair complext« 


9. Her neck is thick and ſhort, 
Juſt like our brinded Cow, 
And when ſhe (ings for ſport, 
She grunts like our old Sow; 


ic · Her ſhoulders and arms are ſtrong, 
And both of s luſty gromth, 
To which her hands 


That are ſhoulders of mutton ho 
91, Hes 


11 
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i 1. Her bacł it is high and plump - 
Tit ſome have ber credit deſil ea 
By ſaying that above her rump, 
She always did ſeem with Child. 


12. Toere's never a Girle inthe Town ' 
Of her breaſts can make ſuch braggss] 
Taey (till are dangling down 
Like half-fill'd pudding baggs. 


13, Ot her hanches ſhe often boaſts 
Becauſe they are very fair, 
Hec thighs are two Wind- mill poſts, 
So the'd need for the weight they beat 


14+ Her leggs are lovely and great, 
Which doth her credit maintain, 
And therefore muſt needs be neat 
Being born in crooked lane. 


17. And now for her pretty fee, 
They can her Arms diſplay, 
But to ſee bow her heels do mee”, 
Now her toes are worn away. 


16. Having heard the parts of my Dame, 
I now do canclude my Dcoll, 
And having no toes, her name 
Is call'd tump-foored A1. 


The 


4 
* 
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The Deſpairing Lover 
Tane, 25 Dog and J. 


1. Hen firſt I did Clariſſa ſee ; 
Among the Dimſels daunce a round, 
A qualm of love came over me 
Sogreat I ne'ce before had found, 
T hat was to me a mortal wound. 


2+ Her pretty feet, like little mice, 
Came creeping out beneath her Gown, 
But ſtill they vamiſh'd in a trice 
So nimbly ſhe trip'd up and down, 
You'd think ſhe had not danc'c but flown, 


3. Immediately they all did fing, 
But when that ſhe her voice did rear, 
You'd think i'd world no other thing, 
Cou'd bring more pleaſure tothe ear, 
And fx'd in ber as in is ſphere. 


4- She then did take a Lute to play, 
T hat all the crew were ina mize, 
And threw all other thovghts away, 
To fix themſelves on her to gaze, 
| And then they give ber all the praiſe, 
5, All- 


Part J. Oxford Prollery. 
. All theſe but totmeßts were to me, 
Becauſe I thought her all divine, 
And that there vn no Sympathy 
Of Love in her to call her mine, 
Bat only offer to het ſhrine. 


+. Henceforth [never will behold 
Her faces leſt gariog on t I tie 

Myſelf wm Bondipe, or ſo bold 
To ſtand the dattiags of ber eye, 

But only . me n die. 


— — —  — — ä — p — — — 


— 


A as ſong to 0 ome my Daphny. 


6 ul : 2 


Ou my durty pag way 
Wha the pen de'e mean to ſtay : 
W. Tis Renland calls; what would my Pride; 
M. Come up you Mhote tis time to dine, 
Where Foſtan (hilt provide 
A Whip w clas your bide- 
, Were 7 ſag up within # Jaile 
Tis Ruland he muſt be my bail. 
At. You poeły Whore make haſte, 
The mex at fire doth waſte : 
Ia thy arms ſo naſty / 2 7 
Muſt for ever live and die 
a E 


' SHER S 
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On thy mangy boſome ſtrays - 
Mond {right, would fright, nowld 
fright the Devil away. 


HOKUS, 


WE Li howl and weepand ne egive ore, 
V Becauſe the Fiends do ſet, 4 ſee 


The curſed glee, +} 
'Twixt thee and me, 
But never will deplore my ſad, 1 fatal deſtiny. 


„ ———— . 


The Anſwer to Had ſbe not care eniugh of this old 
Man, and the ſame m_ 


At be oft kind see kind Ser. 
«Kind enuwgh , wat be not Kind — 
I 4 bis young Brides, _ - 
From * Chi 'dbood —— ber; then ir {db ** 
And he led ber, to * where hen med ber 
hen lay ly ber fades 
+ But Oh how be tuſb t yo and cruſh — 
And thruſt vcr, ang bad like to aburſ her. 
1 lying on, 
And Oh how ſhe panted, are bing 
Bring ſconted, f the (ting that ſhe mented 
Allibs night [onge 


Th 


— 
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The wooing L 1d), 


Tane, Mrs. Ds: ufa 
Have gone up and down through all bet wn 
Jo ſearch for the face I may call mit e owu, 
But in all my ramble] neveryet could find, 
The face and the humour was plealing to my mund, 
For if that the face was plealing unto me, 
I found that the humour with that did d. agree. 


And being in doubt, yet Gall I ſearchyd pat 
1 aat union to find among all the rout : 
Ac laſt mong the crew / tqundout the min 
That / find I muſt love, let me do what I can, 
And the more I do love, the more I da like, 
Taat unto love's banner ny ſail L needs mull Hrike. 


. Then welcome my fa e, be it early or late, 

The man that L fancy he {3il be my mate; 

But bow to acquaint him wich this my ae paß n. 

Fot a Woman to woogthaugh I'know it is in taſh on: 

And rather than die my ſelt Vie diſcover, 

Led * write on my Gwe here lies a fpoliſſi 
wer.: 1 


f 5 2 | The 


* 


— 2 
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Is 


* 
* 


The San rand to it. 


'ND it he will love me 
le be conſtant to hum, 


None ſhel ere diſprove me 


Though that 1 did weoe him 
And Eft our love miſcarry 
We. to the Church and marry, 
P ben to bed we'l go, 
Ia ſpight of the foe, 
We will not longer tarry. 


. Then üp igen to dinner 


Then away to dancing, 
And every Girle lizve gia her 


Aman of her own fancy ing: - 


Then to ſupper bie we 
And agen to dancing fly we. 
4-4 for halte to bed. 
It *tmaybe fed, 
Be confident we't vie ve e. 


Thus this wooing Lady, 


New you know her mind Sir 
In fair and juſt as maꝝ be 
And will till be kind Sir, 
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Part I. Oxford Drollexy 
Then here's tothee my Vinay, 
And Ie pledge thee my Funny, 
There's none 017, All 
But loves to fal, 
Yet never will crappan yee. 


— * 


Of bis Miſt r: i grown old, 
Tune, Th: „AL ore, 


1. W Her I woo'd C.rindi firſt 

She had wit and beauty ſtore, 

Bat time hath now done all his worſt, 
He never can: ſſault her more: 
She was handſ»me then, ben glited now, 
She was gameſome then, but il ghted now 3 
Taete's none cin be del ghied now 
With her as heretofcre, 


* 
2. Her eyes that had inflaming power, 
Now are eclips 4 and ſhinz no more, 
Her cheeks, like Raſes when in flower; 
Now are ceruſs'd ore and ore: 
She was pretty then, ſhe's painted now, 
She was witty then, ſhe's tainted now, 
Aad 17e no more be acquainted now 
With her a5 beretofore. 


E 3 


PH, 4 
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3, Her airv fancy's only left her, 
Which can help beget « (ame, 
Of all the reſt time hath berefc her, 
Which did ſtill ſupport the ſame, 
'T s pitty then ſhe's grown ſo old, 
Sied fit ye when her tale ſhe told, 
She hes nought but wealth row can uphold, 
Her glory and her fame, 


— _ _— 
— — 


The Anſwer to Aurelia. p 


&s V V H.n Aurelia late I treated 
Ste had ycuth and beauty toy 
A'l that"s glorious in her ſeated, 
Ard ler chorms ave doily new + 
Con ſutring time cannot deFace her, 
Novetriving art [ke brew, 
Xe ſe and Lil ? ill do See her, 


As if on br face they grew, 


2, Tit airy Spirits wb.ch invited 
Ave the ſame a1 heretefert, | 

Ant bu res art quite ben'gbted 
I bat thi; Commit Can't aderes 


— 
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Nomeht he ſays abates ber merits, 
Since her eye creates a flame, 

But her ſweet and amirons ſpirits 
Quicken and maintain the ſam:, 


L * 


. Needleſs then that fond advice is, 
When he bids her love no more, 
For thoſe Gallants uſe devices 
Still to court as heretofore, 
True her frown hath charming poxer 
— Fir to make them fall anay, 
But one [mile, and not her Doncr 
Can enforce tbem ever ſays 


S2 far the Author. . 
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Being a new Collection of ſuch 


P OEMS, 


AND 


SON GS. 


AS 


Have been made upon ſeveral Occaſions, by 
the moſt Famous and Eminent Wits 
of the ſaid Univerſity, 


— — 


The Second Patt. 
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OXFORD, 
Printed for bn Croſley and are to be fold by Thomas 
Palmer ue the Sign of the Croma in Wſte 

minſter Hall, 1671, 
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OXFORD DROLLERY, 
Being 


POEMS, and new SONG 3 
Collected. 


The Second Part, 


— 


And frft Aurelia, the l-ſt verſe being [ately added. 


* V Her Aelia firſt T courted, 
She had youth and beauty too, 

Killing pleaſures when ſhe ſported, 

And ber charms were ever new- 
Conquering times do now deceive het, 

Which her glories do uphold, 
All her Arts can nete retrive ber; 

Poor Awrelia's growing old. 


2, The 


75 
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2. The airy ſpirits which invited, 
4 » Age retn d and move no more, 
; An her eyes age nos beniglited, 
Which were Comets her«cofore : 
Wint of theſe abate ber metits, 
et Rhe pation for ber name, 
be + kind aud xmorous ſpirits 
K ndle and maintain a flames» 


Tagen A 1 adviſe you 
* Neyer think of loying Gorey | 
F. — thoſe Gallants now Ceſpiſe you 
Wlr'ch adot iu you hereroiore ; 
Wavt ot thy magnetick power 
Is the canſe they fall a2 
Nor thy beauty m but dose; 7 
Cain invice d ſecond ſtay. 


— — 


en Sins and TI wat. 


1. A L'nd Le till this Lour 
H:d never he e a [live under his powers 
B ic Uicii bz the Dart 
Inet he thiew at my heart, 
Since nothing can prove 
A joy lo great as 10 be wounded with Lowe. 
2. My 


2% N | 
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2. My dayey and my nights 
Are ſiliꝰꝗ to the p with ſorrows and frights, 
From my heart ill J ligh 
And my eyes are het dry, 
So that Cupid be pra d 
I am to the top of Loves oo mp yy ais. \V \ 


3. My Seu? all ca hy; A 
Sy that I have pleaſure to dos and devre; / 
Such a pretty ſoft pam 1004 
Does tickle each vein, V. 
'Tis the Dream of rhe ()14pr | {berrr. 
That makes my breath ſhite when it bead at my 


4, Sometimes in Pet | 
When Lem ae my freedom Iget, 
Then ſtraight one ſweet I mille 
Does my anger begue, | 
Whence my beart I recall; 
The more that Iſtruggle, the lower I fall. 


5. Heaven does not impert 
Such ſecrets of love into every ones heart, 


For many would with 
To de wbunded, yet miſs: (3 
Then bleſt be Loves fire, / (defirec 


And more bleſt be thoſe eyes that firſt can my 
= AM cs 
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A Allet to Leue. 
Tune, t Pudding. 


1. Hen in the month of Fanny 
VV Ripe Apples grow on Trees, 
When butter doth in February 

At ence both thaw and freeze, 
When Horſes fly, beaſts headleſs walk, 
When chairs and ſtools do move, 

When mutes as faſt as women talk, 
Then v fall in loves : 


2. When Cherries in the month of Aſurch 

85 ripe are us in June, 

When men inſtead ot Corn ſow Starch, 
When Bears do ſing in tune, 

When Fiſhes an the Trees do chatter, 
When womens tongues nere move, 

When men forbear to lie and flatter, 
Then will I fall in love. 


3+ If when it rains the ground be dry, 
Or when 'tis foul, fair weather, 
When San and Maon ſhall in the ax | 
Bah meet and dance together, 8 


N Whetl 


F 
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When the Heavens fall where th earth death ſtand 
When Tel/#: mounts above, 


And I can graſp both in my bandy 
Then will I fall is love, | 


4, A Lover he no wifl doth know, 
He cannot ſpeak or ſtir, 
He is a Child and cannot go 
But is hes mo d by her | 
WhilR 1 Rill by my ſelf do move, , 
And to my pleaſares bend, 
Then farewel this idle love, 
And ſo T'le make an end- 


A Mack, ſong to beauty. 


Tune, 7, drive the cold nintcr anay; 


1+ | Know I'm no Poet 
My Song will ſoon ſhew it, 

B it my ſorrows do flow like a ſpting, 

Although they do ſhame me 

The world cannot blame me 
Taat I ſhould thus dolefully bog : 
| My loſs is {@ great 

And lch a cfeat 

N mortal had ever before, 


78. ee Bart 4 
t N She bas ry feature _ 
Ora beet cresture 

And no min can ſay) 19 more, 77775 in cali &e, 
2. Her lips i it is true \ * 
Were of Coventry*blue | 

Bit her bair «a; a nne bow-die, | 
Her Nature was low |}... . 1 a 


Bit her Noſe was not ſo, . 
For t w On molt deljcate bigh;,. -. 
Her upper lip thin N ” 
Which finely tor,, A 
And her teeth were'as black as a coal, 
But her under ſtood « out 
To receive from her ſnout 
Fbodr 6634984 16.:4 Comm: from each holt. - 


Tadvgh ſome teeth ſhe wanted, 
1 he rel? wete fo planted 
Tust NAure d'd ſhewro neglect, 
Watt in (ome ſhe deny'd 
She in others ſupply'd, , , | 
Becauſe rhere ſhovld be no defect: 
is true we do know 
Suc'd fome gapi below, a 
Bit yer it was plain to be ſeen g 
Taat ber upper teeth met 'em, 
Nature o well had ſet em 
Jie T.illies they cl TY 1. between, Lit T allies, c · 


_ 4* Thus 
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4 Thus with a good grace 
They took their due place 
And though they ſtood hither and thither, 
We plainly may ſee 
They all did agree 
And lovingly met together, 
To ſtand in a row 
I; common you know 
But the beit and the neweſt way, 
Is ro ſee, without doubt, 
Teeth ſtand in and out 
Ar if they mere dancing the Hy, 
Ar if they mere dancing the Hays 


5- Nc needle nor pin 
Was ſo ſharp as her chin, 

Which her noſe did ſo lovingly meet, 
That like lifter and brother 
They kiſt one another, 

I was great pleaſure to ſee't : 
No Globe could be found 
So perfectly round 

As her back was, by all that did mind her, 
And to give her her due, 
Her head turn'd like a skrew 

7. findy the Globe Lebind ber, 
To HAN the Globe lehind ber. 


F 
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„Her brenth it was ſtrong, 
Her ſegg Mort and long 
To mzke up her pertect ſhape, 
Her cheeks were like Lent 
When *(is al voſt ſpent, 
And her face was a; ſweet asan Ape; 
Her skin might be taken 
For a Gammon of Bacon, 
Her breaſts never rrencher fo flat, 
So hne was her mouth 
That it ſtood north and ſouth, 
And ſ had d-lic ite ry 's libe a Cat, 
And jt had aencate ves lite a Cat. 


7. I think it is meet 
T ſptak of her feet, 
And tell you how well they were made; 
1 will not deceive yee 
Bit it you't believe me 
They had the true ſhape of a Spade; 
So fine and ſo flat 
But ten the did pat, 
do even a guard ſhe did keep, 
With her leggs high and low 
Tast when ſhe did go, 
7 think ſhe were playing bow-peep, 
You'd think, ſhe mere playing bow-pees, 


Part II. Oxford Drollety. 


8. Bat this long narration 
Breeds ſuch moleſtation 
Within my unfortunate breaſt, 
I can ſay no more 
But muſt give it o'ce, 
And leave you to gheſs at the reſt : 
Search all the world roand 
None ſuch can be found, 
do well ſhe pleaſes my pallet, 
That I' Je pine all ay life 
For the loſs of my Wite, 
And there is an end of my Ballet, 
And there it an end of my Ballet. 


85 


5 rn rn 


ASONG, 


luce you will needs my heart poſſeſi 
Tu juſt to you I firſt confeſs 
The faalts to which tis given, 
It is to chavge much more inc lin d 
Then women, or the Sea, or wind, 
Oc ought that under Htaven. 


2. Nor will I hide from you this truth 
It hath been from its very youth 
A melt egregious ranger, 


F 2 
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And ſince from me it often fled, 
With whom it was both born and bred, 
"Twil ſ:arce ſtay with a ſtranger. 


3. The ſait, the black, the gay, the ſad, 
(Which made me often ſear *twas mad) 


Wich one kind look could win it : 


Sa naturally it loves to range, 
Taat it hach left ſucceſs for change, 
And what's worſe glories in it. 


4+ Nay Ito it became a (pore 
When I did ſoundly chide it for't, 
For t ould in ſmiles be ſaying, 
Your debts of love you ſhould diſpair 
To pay to all the kind and fair, 
I: long with one you're ſtaying, 
5, Often when I'm laid toreſt, 
Iwill make me act like one poſſeſt, 
For ſtili will keep 8 puther 2 
And though . is you I moſt eſteem 
Yet it will make me, ina dream, 
Court and enjoy another. 
And now if you are not afraid, 
After theſe truths which 1 have ſaid, 
To take this arrant rover, 
Be not diſpleas'd if 1 proteſt 
I doubt the heart within my breaft 


1 Will prove juſt ſuch anotbeg. 
r 


Nera 


1 
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A Rural Song, the third and fourth v.1ſcs 
leing lately add:d. 


1. 10% to the May-pole awav let us run 
The time is ſwift and will be gone ; 
There go the Laſles away to the green, 
Where their beauties may be ſeen : 
Nan, Dll, 
K ate, and . Voll, 
Gallant Lafſes have Ladds to attend . m, 
Heode, Nick , 
m, Dick, 
Brave dancers who can amend em. 


2. D d you not ſee the Lord of the May 
Walk along in his rich arav, 
Tacre comes the Liſs that ts only ls, 
See they meet and bow they kiſs, 

Come Wl, 

Run Gull, 
Or Colt thou liſt to looſe thy labour, 

_ K tCroud, 

Scrape 4 loud, 

Tickle ber Tom with a Pipe and a Tabor, 


2+ Latelv I went to a Mak at the Court 
Where 3 ſaw dances of F. fort, 
* 


85 


There 
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And ſince frem me it often fled, 


WV. th w! K hoo ll red 
Them 
(high FOX1N\ C And. Bay 
So naty 
Tuat it MAKES „ Se 
. Nayt "Va . bo 
* When S APPEAR (x 
Your « 8 
a To pa ] N | hv < Boe 
5. One! 
'Twil 
And thong gon eneem N 
Yet it will make me, ina dream, 
Court and enjoy anotner. ( 


{. And now if you are not afraid, 
After theſe truths which 1 have ſaid, 
To take this arrant rover, N 
Be not diſpleas'4 if I proteſt 
I doubt the heart within my breaft 


| L Will prove juſt ſuch another. b 
| ; Rara 
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A Rural Song, the third and fourth v.1ſc 
we! added. 


AD. Palau 


ERAL 


ges 


Je 2wav let us run 
and will be gone; 
wy co the green, 
nay be ſeen ; 


A 'oll, 
dds to attend m, 
44 


mend em. 


> 
2 SOR 


Lord of the May 


M arav, 
tha! :4 only his, 
wilicy kiſs, 


Kt Crou 
Scrape & 


| 


3. LatelvT wenttoa 


Where 3 law dances of =ou fort, 


Run Gull, 
Or Colt thou liſt to looſe thy labour, 


d, 
loud, 


Tickle ber Tow with a Pipe and a Tabor, 


Maik at the Court 


p 
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And ſince from me it often fled, 
With whom it was both born and bred, 
Til ſ:arce ſtay with a ſtranger. 


3+ The ſair, the black, the gay, the ſad, 
(Which made me often ſear twas mad) 


Wich one kind look could win it : 


So naturally it loves to range, 
Taat it hach left ſucceſs for change, 
And what's worſe glories in it. 


4+ Nay Ito it became a ſport 
When I did ſoundly chide it for't, 
For "would in ſmiles be ſaying, 
Your debts of love you ſhould diſpair 
To pay to all the kind and fair, 
I: long with one you're ſtaying, 
5. Often when I'm laid toreſt, 
Iwill make me ect like one poſſeſt, 
For Rtili*cwill keep 8 puther 2 
And though . is you I moſt eſteem 
Yet it will make me, ina dream, 
Court and enjoy another. 


{. And now if you are not afraid, 
After theſe truths which I have ſaid, 
To take this arrant rover, 
Be not diſpleas'4 if 1 proteſt 
I doubt the heart within my breaft 
d Will prove juſt ſuch anothers 


Nera 


1 


. 
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A Raral Song, the third and fourth v.rſcs 
leing lately add:d, 


1. 10% to the May- pole awav let us run 
The time is ſwift and will be gone; 
There go the Laſles away to the green, 
Where their beauties may be ſeen ; 
Nan, Dll, 
K ate, and ©Voll, 
Gallant Laſſes have L:dds to attend m, 
Hode, Nick , 
mn, Dich, 
Brave dancers who can amend em. 


2. D d you not ſee the Lord of the May 
Walk along in his rich aray, 
Tacre comes the Lifs that ts only hs, 
See they meet and bow they kiſs, 

Come Wl, 

Run Gull, 
Or Colt thou 11 to looſe thy labour, 

K t Croud, 

Scrape 4 loud, 
Tickle ber Tow with a Pipe and a Tabor, 


z. LatelvT went to a Mask at the Court 
Where 3 law dances of ＋ fort, 
; 
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There they did dance with time and meaſure, 
But none like the Country dance for pleaſure : 
There they did dance, 
Juſt as in France, 
Not like the Engliſh luſty manner, 
And every ſhe 
Muſt furniſhed be (her. 
Withs teather knack when ſhe ſweats for to fan 


4+ But we when we dance and do happen to ſweat 
Have a Napkin in hand to wipe off the wet, 
And we with our Doxes do Jig it about 
Not like the Court which otten arc out- 
If the Tabor do play, 
We thump it awsy 
And turn and meet our Liſſes to kiſs em, 
Nay they will be 
As reidy as we 
That hardly at any time we can mils ett. 


5+ And if we bold on as we begin 
Jens thee and I ſhall the Garland win, 
And if thou liv' till another day 
Ile make thee Lady of the Mey: 
Dance about 
L1 and out, 


1 


7. 


A! 


| 


i 


| 
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Turn and kiſs then for a greeiing, 
No Tone 
We have done, 
Fare thee well till the next merry meeting. 


— 


A $ O N 0. 
Tune, L. brunet. 


1. QHe', not the faireſt of her name 
And yet ſhe conquers more than all her race, 
For ſhe has other motives to inflime 
Biſides a lovely face : 
She has wit and conſtancy, 
And Charms that ſtrike the ſoul mare than the eye, 
Tis not every Lover 
Kilos ho to diſcover 
Such divin ty. 


2. Beſide ſhe is an eaſie Boł, 
Writ in plain language for the meaneſt wit, 
A i.ately preſence, anda lovely look, 
With all things juſtly fit: 
Bit age will undermine 
That glorious outiide which appears fo tine 
When the common Lover, 
Shrinks and gives her over 
Then ſhe', only ming? 
F - 3, 01 
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* 


3. To the Platonick that applies 
His clean addreſſes only o her mind, 
Not to the Body, but the Temple lignihes 
Wherein the Szim', inſin'd, 
To him it 15 all ore 
Whether the Walls be marble or of ltone, 
For in holy places, 
Which old time defaces, 
Molt devotion's ſhowne. 


——— — — — —z 


A Feng, N ile Anſatr. 
1. DF not afraid, the faireſt, the tareſt 
Tat ever was made, ceny me not a kils, 
Ther”. no man ſhill ſee the meaſure of pleature 
T2: I ave from ther, what burt is chere in this? 
i hen et 5 emlraces bet ail pleoſarres le free, 
The u 4 all nc re Hit knoa edge hys deligh 
* $4 * fs 


N 0 


2. I know that ſpysare peep ng and creeping, 
In hope to ſurpt x: among our Joys, 
Dur (uud enn fee to find them and blind them, 
T it hindrances be to the getting of Boy » 
Trim (et weemleice, let all legere be free. 
"Lie x Frail ne H. v. knowledge bow deligetſu} 
we'l oe, 


2 Then 


| 
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Iden be nat coy, fair Creature, Dime Nature 


Made you for my joy, but tor no man but I, 
Then less embrace, and rifle and trifle, 

Leave a Jewel in place you may keep until you dy» 

1 hen let us eng! voce, let all pleaſures be frees 

T he norld ſhall nere have knouledge, &c- 


_ —— 


The Anſwer, the two laſt verſes added lately. 


I, N ib, nay fie» you"; venture to enter 
A treſpaſi fo high yuu'd wiſh it were undont, 
Should any [py they'd wonder, look vonder 
(eme I [qe e not fly from the chaſe yu have _ 
Taen lince ycu have woon me and all pleaſures 
ſe: tree, 
EtLith you*l undo me if a tell tale you be. 


2. Tim ſoy that ſpy: ove per ug and cretzing, 
And that thy ſurprize us among ſt onr joy', 

Put me muſt ſtrive to 1a ch them and catch them, 
That ſo we mpry thrive in the getting of Boys, 
Then lince you, Cc. 


3. Tu ſee I'm not coy, in rifling or triſting 
T» hinder your joy, althowghb 'twas to my pain, 
An if it be known, the) flout wr; and rout u., 
And I left alone, and r feet gin. 
Then fince, &c. AS m1. 


Oxford Dollery. 


ASONGCG, 
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Tune, A Dame J me bath pd ber Kett'e, 


'T 2 up thoſe Rormy brows and teach 
M. weak and wadhog Toys to go, 
Who makes ix! infant Loves a breach 
Sure is 15 ut nor gallant foe : 
-ciace ief 1s prove, 
nat Cerid is above 
The 7 Avetcs of immortal fate, 
Tous) a Child he be 
, Let maliceſee 
That love is ſtronger far than hate, 


2+ Then be no longer fordly cov, 
Deati,'> here more welceme than delar, 
Love is a nimble ſprightly boy, 
| And neh ſwitt wings the Pets lay 2 
Le.” looſe no time, 
Tos capital crime, 
None ſins in love, but him chai”. uw: 
It 1 wanton be 
Pray pardon me 
Love; a Child, and Children will be ſo. 


3. My 
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My ſences call me dull and blame 
My calmneſs that thus pleading ſtands, 
Come your Mother the did do the ſame, 
Yield or I mult lay violent hands, 
For ſhall I ſpare one 
Sucha rape hath done, 
And violence on my foul hath lain 
And why ſhould ſhe 
Thus raviſh me 
And I not raviſh her again. 


4+ Why this tir, why this deryings 
This piſh, piſh, groper ſtand away, 
Why this proud and coy defying 
' *Cauſe I there my hand did lay: 
I did grope *is true 
but in love ſure you 
Will count it no offence I ho 
If the cauſe you'l find 
Know Love is blind, 
An! they that cannot ſee muſt grope, 


Jo 
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The Maids Complaint, 
Tune, Gerrard: Mfireſs. 


1. * thou cold companion of my bed, adieu, 
And do not ſue 
To harbour longer in ſowarm areſt, 
I go 1'th' flames of love to melt away thy ſnow 
That ſtreams may flow, 
And fountains open to a kinder gueſt, 
And I whoſe {rozen fancy, ne*'e before 
Conceiv d loves holy fire, 
Am rav ſid now, w Hymens vow, 
That l am all delire: (bound earth 
So when the Sun with beams doth court the freit- 
He thaws the ground, 
ad Le appears, AHA to tears, 
Cauſe it fo hard was ſound, 


(to thee 
2. To thee great power of love, there proſtrate falls 
A votary, 
O pardon that the made no greater haſte : 
Thele eyes are cffei 'I at thy ſhrine a ſacrifice, 
( wpd ariſe (plac't : 
And come and fix them where thine on were 


Bat 
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But ſtay, the ſureſt marks-men uſe like thee to wink 
Blind thou halt been, 
And yet thy Dart, bath pierc'd my Heart 
As well as it thou'dſt ſeen. 
Such skill Achilles weapon only knew before, 
For now 1 feel, 
Whatever fear, in Maids appear, 
Tae blade that wounds cin heal, 


3. Lie cloſe thou better genius of my life lie cloſe, 
Who fears to looſe 
That lets her loſs to uſe and thrives upon't, 
(have 't undone, 
There's none that ties the true- love: knot would 
But thrives upon 
? The raviſhing delights in muſing on't : 
For if my mother ne te had dar'd to light a torch 
At Hymens ſhrine, 
I pray yau how had I been now 
Continu d in her line, 
If then there's ſo much treaſure in a maiden-head, 
Come ſweet and try it, 
And owke me mother to ancther, 
$9 none are looſers by it. 


The 
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The faithleſs Sn ain. | 


1. DRethee tell me faithleſs Swain, 
Prethee tell me faithleſs Swain, 
Why did you ſuch paſſion fain 
On purpoſe to deceive me ; 
For I no ſooner lov'd again 
But you began to leave me-. 


2. Philus we muſt blame our fate, Phillis, Cc. 
Kindneſs hath a certain date 
And of thofe joys we taſted, 
But you by peeviſhneſs and ſtare 
The time hath almoſt waſted. 


3. *Twas mv love did yours deſtroys 'Twas, Cc. 
For had I ſtill been nice and coy 
I knew you then would priſe me, 
Think you dreamed you did me enjoy 
Ard then yor*| not deſpiſe me. 


4+ Once agen your love renew, Once, &c, 
And my ſcorns I will ſabdue, 
But po ſſion now doth ſway me, 
That could I my thought: g arſue 
My tears would then heiray me. 


5. Sigh 
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5, Sigh no more nor weep in vain, Sigh, &c. 
| Nymph your beauty ſtill may gain 
A more deſerving Lover, 
For 1 ives that once hve broke their chains 
You hardly can recover, 


The Anſx:r to Well, well "(is true, 


Is WE! well "tir true, that I have found 
A loving feol of you, but now 1 plainly ſee 
in hilſi you preſume upon my Love, 
Which you ne're had as yew can prove, | 
Your aims at ſovereignty : * | 
Ni longer ſhall your Follies be forborn, 
[le clond your ſmiles, then thynk, your ſelf | 
For leing thus furlorn, 


2. But get le wiſe and dally wit by — 
Of eur eyes : the Magazine from whence 
Love tio bis Arms, thoſe ſlarrs I ſay 
Are bright and ponerfaul to 2 but they 
H. vr ne ſuch Influence, 

And ſay you cou'd have don't by any [bes i 
I pretbes 4, for now | find 

That fools will medlins be, 


3. N¹ 
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3. You mn like forls te gaddeſs ws do dr ain 

An pump the Schools for words to canrt us Ly, 
You kiſs your feet, and think you pe ſe 

Our ſex to call ns goddeſſes 


Alas we know vat (ie; 


We know we are fl ſh and blood, thong our bright eyers 


Sarpr izing your 3c KL amorens ſence, 
Do deem us Diitias. 


4. But fince my fate hh [reught me to thts 
Trowble of thy pratey Ile not my labour loſe 
But will mils uſe of thine own plot, 
To tell thre pin I love thee not 

T abe thee it well or chuſe : 
Ny more than that, Ile chuſe me any mate 
Shall ſerv: to ridd me of ſuch foils 

B:fore is be too late. 


Go love u wint, g love your muſes fints 
Being mine times nine, ſo thus wilt net love mes 
Ile ive my Doo Ple love my Cat, 
Nay faith Pe lde I care not bat 

So it m not be thee, 
Go love your fooliſh apiſh coxcomb crew, 
Pie love my Comntry, Prince, and Lung 


But hate ſuch foo's as you? 


1 


S 
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The Ladies Fort beſo: 914. 


1. Ui forty times over I ſtrived to win, 
Full forty times over neglected have been, 
Bat "cis forty to one I ſhall tempt her agen 
For he's a dull Lover 
Tast ſo will give over, 
Since that runs the ſport, ſince thus runs the ſort, 
Alber lat of ten ve carry the Furt, 
Since thus: runs the ſpore, 
Juli ber butt of ten yow': carry. the Fort, 
(hath been; 
*, There's a breach ready made which till open 
With thouſands of thoughts to betray it within, 
| y once but approach you are ſure to get iN, 
Then ſtand not off cold ly 
But venture on boldly : 
She ſoon will ſurrender, ſbe ſoon will ſurrender, 
If you charge her but home, and with Loves Arms do 


She ſoon will ſurrender (battery 
If yu charge ber but home, and aithLoves Arms c. 
(you lirg' 


3+ Some Ladies will bluſh when dovin before them 
And will ftrive to maintain it with fire-balls of wit, 
| But elas they're but crackers and ſeldom do hit, 
Yau”, var.q 1:fh them after 

In alarum of laughter; 

G Theiy . 
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Their forces being lrcke, their forces being broke, 
And the fire quite ſpent you , enter 1 ſmoke, 
Their forces being lroky, 
And the fire quite ſpent, you may enter 1th [mokg. I 


4. Some L1dies with bluſhing and modeſty fight, 
And with their own tears the toe doth aftright, 
Bit the e eaſily ſurpriz'd it they come in the night, 
Then to't never fear her, 
Bit boldly come near her 2 
Fy norking al ont, by working alonty 
If y.n once lat approach ſhe can mere hold it cut, 
By working ab ut, 
If y w once lat approach ſhe can nere hold it onts 


| (make, | 
5. Wich pride and with ſtate ſome outworks they 
A 1d with volieys of trowns drive the enemy back, 
you mind them but rightly they're esſie to take, 
Taen this you muſt drive ac 
T a parly in private 
And then they're ST; throan,cnd then they're A-1 14. 
If you pr omi ſe th m fairly, they ill be your own, 
And then they're v're thrown, 
Bf you promiſe them fair y, th ſtill le your dn. 


Mr. Love- 


„ 


| 
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Afr. Lovelaces Song nith the Anſarr. 


1, V Hy ſhould'ſt thou ſay I am ſoi ſ vorn 
When thine I vow'd to be, 
Lady it is already morn 
And was laſt night I vom d to thee 
That fond impoſſibility. 


2, Have I not lov'd thee much and long 
A tedious twelve hours ſpace ? 
I ſhould all other beauties wrong, 
And rob me of a new embrace, 
Should I ſtill doat upon thy face. 


3. Not but all joys in thy brown hair 
In others may be found, 
Du I muſt court the black and fair, 
Like skilful mineraliſts that ſound 
For treaſures in unplow'd up ground. 


I And when ther I have lov'd my round 


Thou art the conſtant ſhe, 

With ſpoils of meaner beauries crown'd 
I !aden will return to thee, 
Even ſated with vetiery. 


G 3 Hey 
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Her Anſwer, 


Needs muſt ſay thou art forſnorn 1. 
Since m n' then 9 to be, 
7 rue oaths di lind loth night and mirn, 
And nhen loft night you v07'd to me 
I eh:ſ#d it prſſililtty, 


2.4t may le cali'd love much not long . 
Contains | ut twelve beur- ſpace : 
Yon 114 my beauty all the wrong, * 
And rib d mv» of my juſt embrace 
W hen you loc d on another's face. 


3. Ton [.g al joys in my brown bair | ! 
Inothers 2 le f. und, 
And that y # i court the black and foirg 
Hut pri bi a mincra'iſt an ſaund 


I) ſearching in anpiom d up gr 4 


. And when that you have lov'd your own, 
lie prove no conſtant ſhe, - - «1 
ub ſpoils of mance beauties cron d 
If laden you return tome 
h wait be with infra gs u bare! 


| 
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A Song cal. Miſtake me rot, 


l, Itake me not, I am as cold as hot, 

Miſtake me not, 1 am as cold as hc ry 
Although mine eyes betray my heart all night, 
Fre morn, e're morn, c'te morn all things are 

right, 


2. Perhaps in jeſt, I ſaid 1 lov'd thee beſt, 
Perhaps in jeſt, I aid 1 lov'd thee b eſt, 
When 'twas no More, but on the day before, 
I vow'd, I vow'd, I von d to twenty more» 


3. Sometimes I burn, and ſtraight to Ice returrs 
Sometimes I burn, and ſtraight to Ice tetutn, 
There's nothing more unconſtant than my mind, 
I change, I change, I change even 8s the wincs 


I prethee fee thou giv'# no heait to me, 
I prethee ſee thou gi il no heart to me, 
For I that could not keep ming own d, | 
What hopes, what hopes, what hopes has, thloe 
to ſtay, 


6 3 A Cw:t 
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A Caveat [or Maids. * 


ol She greedy hand dothcatch & pluck the flower, 
When none regards the ſtock it grew it upon 
Each nature loves the fruit ſtill to devout 
But leaves the Tree to ſtand or fall alove, 
Then this advice fair creature take from me, 
Let none pluck fruit unleſs they take the Tree, 


2. Believe no vows, nor much proteſting men, 
Credit no oaths, nor no prevailing ſong, 

Let Courtiers vow, (wear, and forſwear agen, 
Their hear: doth ly ten regions from theit tongue, 

And when with oaths thy beart is made to tremble, 

Belive them leaſt for then they moſt d ſſemble. 


3. No let not Ceſar (elf corrupt thy heart, 
No fond ambition (c:le thy modeſty, 
Say to the K ng thou only conſtant art, 
He cannot pardon thy impurity : 
For if with one with more thouſ 't play the whore, 
Break I. e in one place, and it cracks the more; 


ww 
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On a Gentleman leing accidentally run wito t he ge 
with a pin by a £14), 


Njurious pin, how durſt thou come ſo nigh, 

To touchy nay worſe to touch his precious eye? 
Biſe inſtrument ſo ill thov'it plaid thy part, 
Wounding his eye thou'it wounded my poor heart, 
For every crimſon drop his eye hath ſhed 
M/ ſympath z ng heart hath thouſands bled, 

Bold murderous pin, was there no tinfture good 
To dye thy point, but his too precious blood ? 
Could thy Ambition teach thee ſo much (in ? 
Was that a place for thee to revel in? 

Nay, there his Miſtreſs had delign'd to be, 

And mult ſhe then out- rivs d be by thee ? 
Curs'd fate that I ſhould harbour thee ſo long, 
And thou at laſt conſpire to do me wrong : 

Bat well I know thy nature to be rude, 

And all thy kin full of ingratitude 3 

Taey all are brezen- fac d, nay braſs all ore, 
Elle thou wouldꝰ t ne te have ſtrived for ta ſoar 
So high as to his eye: I wonder much 

How that thou durſt his lovely eye to touch, 
Much lefs to hurt it: what uſe was there 

Ot thee toramble up ſo high, and ſo nezr 
Taoſe curious orbs? 8s if thou a Needle wei“ 


For to be touch d by their magnetick Art; 


G 4 And 
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And fo the rave of pin would die in thee, 

And thou the needle touclꝰd (till cad vould'ſt be: 
L little thought chon durſt preſume ſo tar 

To aim thy malice at fo br git a ſtar ; 

Weil, getthee gone, for thou ſhalt never more 

H ve power to hurt what others mult adore, | 
Taus thus, 1 *urle thee, maiſt thou ne te be found, 
But lye and rot, and tuſt btneath the ground. 


Ace te Friend. 


A'nt A votiſt de' thou think 

o tsſte Loves honey, and not drink 
Oae dram ot gell: or todevoure * 
A world of ſweet ani tiſte noſowre ? 

- Daſt thou ever th nt to ener 

The Elin held, thar gurſt not venture 
In Ch. res Barge? a Livers mind 
Moſt ate to fail with every wind; 
H: that loves and fears to try, 
Lens his M reis to deny 3 
D»h ſhe ch de thee? a, to ſhew it 
That thy coldneſs made her do it: 


1. ſhe Glen, is ſhe mute? = 
Silence fully grams thy ſuit ; 
Dol; ſhe pout and leave the room? 


Tun ſhe goes to bid thee come: 


L Part II. Oxford Drollery: 10 
Is ſhe ſick ? why then be fare 

e: dhe invites thee to the cute: 

Doch ſh: croſs thy ſuit with no? 

P ſh ſhe loves to hear thee wooe : 

Doth ſhe call the faith of man 

In queſtion ? be iſſut d ſhe loves thee then, 

. And if e' te ſhe makes a blot, : 
She*s leſt if that thou hit her not. 

He that after ren denials 

Dares attempt no farther trials, 


Hath no warrant to acquire 
The dainties of his chaſte deſires. 


1— 


_ On a Gentleman taking a Purges 
þ morn when Pheb«s peep'd through crevis 
Bold as any Britiſh Gay or Bevis, | 
I powder took, and by his beams es 
Befriended, made a draught for Tame: : | 
Long had it not in ſtomach been 
Bat from each part came powdering in, 
| Or uncouth geer, ſuch pregnant ſtore, 
| That gut gan grumble, nock run o're ; 
1 you with eager haſte, 
| he truant-Cits, when play is pait, 
As if they meant their Ribbs to burſt, 
Whil'ſt each bears up to get out firſt, 
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And then inſtead of men and wit 
Delivers ups Lump of Cir, 

With no leſs fury in a throng 

Amway thoſe naſty humours flung, 
And downwa. ds in a rage they drew 
To ramble and bid Nock adieu, 

But when they came to portal nally, 
Bum was ſo ſtraight and they ſo haſty, 
Taat many a worthy pellet mult 

Into one Booming ſhot be thruſt, 
At the rumbling noiſe the Maſtiff growles, 
The trighted Mice forſake their holes, 
And Souldiers to my window come, 
Invired us it were by a Drum: 

O diſmal doſe, O curſed geere, 

Will all thy Body run out here? 0 
Will veins, and ſinews, fleſh, and bone 
Be gadd ing, and leave Nock alone ? 

A Devil, certain, bak'd and ſtale 

Was grated in my pcfſet-ale : 

But be it what it will, I this muſt Gy, 


Part II. 


Tie no more Phylick that takes gutts and all aw 


The Italian wiſh ele wy [ 41h no ere 


Ince fortune thou art grown ſo kind 
To give me leave to take my mind 
Of all thy tore, 
Firſt it is needful that we find 
Good meat and drink of every kind 
* Iaxkno more: 
Good meat and drink, &c, Luk no more. 


2, But yet before we do digeſt 
The ſav'cy morſels of this feaſt, 
See thou my ſtore, 
Toeaſe the cares within my breaſt 
With 8 hundred thouſand pound at leaſt, 
Lack no more: 
With a hundred thouſand, Or. I ask no more. 


3. Then a houſe that is convenient 
For a great Lord of ample rent 
With s poſtern door, 
Into convey each Implement, 
And people 3 my pleaſure bert, 
1 avi no more: 


And people to my pleaſure bery, Lak no more, 
4 Thea 
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4+ Then a vell-born and a pleaſant Dame 
Full of beauty, void of ſhame, 
Let her have ſtore 
Of wealth, diſcretion, and good fame, 
And able to appeaſe my flame, 
| I a:Kno more, 


5+ But yet before we do the feat 
One thing be ſure do not forget, 
Forgot before, 
That ſhe a Virgin be and neat 
On whom two Son's I may beget, 
I ask no more. 


6. Let them be Princes, and Inpart 'T 

To each a million for his part, 55 N 
I thee Japlore, 

Ol che pureſt gold that has the art 

To fill with gladneſs every heart, 
I ask no more. 


7. And that all may be perfected 
And toan heir I may be ſped, 
I a(t Implore, , 
That when I long this life have led, 
1 may bave heaven when I am dead, 
Lask no more, 
I may have heaven when, Cc. I ask no more. 
8. And 


U 
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8. And when to heaven I ſhall aſcend, 
I only wiſh I may may attend 
To ketp the door, 
That ſo I may let in my friend, 
And all my foes away may ſend, 
Lask no more, 
And all my foes away may ſend, Lask no more. 


— 
— — 


The ſcernfal Maid. 


— 


Tune, The blazing Torch, 


I, A in my private walk I was 
Where fancy me ditected, 
] heard a Lover court a Laſs 
Whom he had long affected: 
But ſtill her anſwer was be gone 
And never think to move me, 
But leave me to my ſelt alone 
For I will never love thee» 


2. The Eccho doubled ull his grot ns oo 
As pitying him, complaining, 
The hallow Caves teſound his n 0875 
Whil'& ſh: fate by difdainjing, 
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And checking his preſumption ſaid, 
My hopes are far above thee, 

For though I will not die à Maid, 
Vet I will never love thee. 


3. He numbred all his fleecy Flocks 
1 To try if wealth would gain hers 
is layguage ſhe repay'd with mocks, 
— — obtain her: 
She ſtampt her face into a frown 
And ſays, I muſt reprove thee, 
That think it I can affect a Clown, 
For I will never love thee- 


4+ 1 vow if thou doſt longer Nay 

To make me more offended, ' 

Unto the gods I mean to pray 
With knees moſt humbly bended, 

Some whirlwinds force may fetch thee hence 
And from my ſight remove thee, 

Go fool, bereav'd of wit and ſence, 
For I will never love thee» 


ers cre ooormmn— —_ 


A Song cal''d fond Lowers, 


1, Lon Lovers what d'e mean 
To court an idle folly, 


p 
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Platonick Love ts nothing elſe 
But meerly melancholly. 


2. Todoat upon a face, 
Or court a ſparkling eye, 
Oc to conceive a dimpled chin 
Compleat felicity, 
I; to betray yonr liberty. 


*» Then be no more ſo fond 
Nor think that women can 
Be ſarish'd with complement, 
Tae very froth of man, 
Ono they hate a Paritan, 


4+ They care not for your ſighs, 
Nor your erected eyes, 
Toey hate to hear a fool lament 
And cry he dyes, he dyes, 
O no they love acloſe ſurprixe. 


. Becauſe you are in the faſhion 
And lately come from Court, 
You think your clothes are Orators 
To invite you to.the ſport ; 
Faith noy they do but jeer you for (. 


E. Then 
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6. Taen venture to embraces 
"Tis but a ſqueał or two, 
I'm confident no woman lives 
But ſometimes ſhe will do, 
The fault lies not in them but you, 


—— — 


Part 1], 


ASONG. 


Tune, Jorg on. 


1+ I Here was man two ſons he had 
One elder than the other, 
Love me was the elder Lad 
And ict me was his brother. 


2, The old man ſent them to the plow, 
Wherein much ſtrife did grow a 

For Lowe me he was very tall 8 

But Lick me very low 3. 


3. Then he ſent them tothe wood 

The good gray Mare to find a 

Love me he went on betore 0, 
And Lick_ me all behind 8. | 


4. And when that they had found her out 
| They both would ride the Mare a 


5 F i 
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For Sove · he on the Saddle rode 
But Lick, m you know where 2, 


3. When theſe Brethren were i'th field, 
To run would try their ſtrength a 
But Lier me he was torc'd to yield 
To Lick me it the length a. 


6. Tuen they went unto the Warrs 
As they did think it fit a, 
L:ve me he was full of ſcarrs 
And Lick me all beſhit a. 


=. The one of them was very fat 
Tae other very lean 2, 
For Lv me was beſpurt with dirt 
But Lick me very clean t. 


8. Then they came untoa Feaſt 
Where they were ſomething rude 2, 
For Love me was like's beaſt 
Bat Lick ut all beſpude e. 


9, The old man went to ſeek his Sons, 
Found June me with the foal a, 
Bur going a little further on 
Found Lick ue in hole a, 


13 


TE; 
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The Anſwer to Loves fiery p:ſſ1:n:» | 


1. COm: men Liv fiery peſſiunt can reſiſt , 
That either vuluet pleaſwre or promotion: 
I hate Lal in an Amur iſt, 
It ir ar bad in Love as in devitin. 


2. Tow thit pretend to bave 4 Love. ſick leert, 
Or dd ſpiſe the ſat red power of Loves 

My hnoz that more has dyed by Cupid's dart 
Th: ly the dreadful Thunder- lalts of Jove. 


3. Nor moy ne love oy not love as we pleaſe, 

S-nce Cipid's Lins commands mens diſpiſitian, 
Fr I hive known men die of that Diſroſe 

Of ;rbich himſtif to 0:6ers nas Phyſicians 


ka 


3. For when that little gid doth Hh his dart, 
From {porkling eyes of Ladies that are fair, 

The rale Is fatal, and dith 17 1 the heart 
0. th./e more flemws and valiunt then you ares 


5. Thentl:[e that die for love incurr no ſlander 
Th with Lywe's boly Mrtyrdom are crenn d, 

'T may lte cannot imitate Leander, | 
Fr every ent is mit Iten te be drci. 


6, Though 


4 4 
: " 
a 


| 
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6. Th wth you h we been a Lives | reports 
Tei you can ne re deſerve ſo gordanm', 

He doth not love at all that leer #1 ſjort, 
It it ill j ing with a ſacred f! m. 


7. Long may you live anlet d, and when y a die, 
Women upon yoxr lorthed grave [hall (pit, 

Till then all Gentlemen will ſay you lie, 
Aud try your c.urage, 25 yiu have done your nit, 


8. Tu think that wiſemens aftion: ſhould le ſuch, 
Ac that with reaſon fell they muſi be ſraug ht, 
They're foo's to think of ever lit ing much, 
Within the rale if reaſon can le Lrowgbt, 


— 


2 — 


Dialogue let en a Sh:pherd and a Shepberdeſſe. 


'» MF YEar canſt thou love me? *. Shepherd ne- 
AH. Tell me my deareſt, wiy fo? 
1. Becavſe thine own words do diſprove thee, 
Men only love but in ſhow 
A. Judge not raſh'y till you hid, 
For truth is always known by ing. 
VF, But women are ſafeſt in denying, 
Often ib ſed when kind. 


H 3 


5 
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*. 17. from this error ere it be known 
Wat woo be loved of none ? 
There is no love where is terror, 
Loving my ſelt I love one: 


AM. $+'i-love is height of pride 

And pride ot Angels made the Devil, 
. But if I eſcape from this evil 

Sure a good Angel my guide. 


>. A. Sec how 1 languiſh. Y, Thou lock it wan, 
A, What wilt thou murder a man 4 
J NowlT relent at thy anguiſh, 

e give thee caſe if I can ; 
M. Tren one kifs is not too late, 

VI my dying hopes recover, 
1. Fife is the cure ct a Lever 

We women mt yield to our fate. 


7.42 Cy Mitreſs. 


One never cov it ſe thou art not fair 

dein aͤtep perfection, or ſuppoſe you were, 
Tas l wat ge“ you: Womens beauty lies 
Nor in themieives, but in their Servant's eyes, 
H:vel hen lle a Status- catvet wrought 
Thee from thy 10054 marble, and have brought 


Thee 


J 
1 
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| 


| 


[ 
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Thee to my fancy, by Loves ſub:.1 T:ade 
Clip'd off thy imperfections; , made 
Thee lovelier far than was that Ciecan Dame 
Whoſe beauty ſet great Ile in 2 tame * . 
Where thou before didit ſcarce wear comly b ian 
Upon thy Face, for that I have fet down 
Pertect per cction: Sworn thy ind ſterent eyes 
And cheeks into a Tempean Paradiſc » 
And when I thus had polliſh'd every port, 
And ſet thee up an Idol in my heart, 
Have bon d unto thee, paid devotion ſuch, 
Idolatry would bluſh at, as too much 
To cfter to their greater gods : And now 
For all this toil, and ſo great zezl canit thou 
Deny one petty favour unto me 
Wo all this while have doated upon thee ? 
I will ungoddeſs thee again proud thing, 
And mike thee leſs than worthy pittying : 
Come firſt reſtore me to that all conquering grace 
Which my kind fancy hath vouchſ3t'd to place 
Within thy brighter eyes, ſo where be now 
Thoſe awful Rays that once did make me bow : 
Tiyvs in my anger I haveta'ne from thee 
Thoſe graces which of right belong to me; 
| leave thee to be pitied of each one, 
As Abby's were at the ſubverſion, 
And thou ſhale ſtand like ſome decay d ſtone, 
Which once had ſor m, for Birds to mute upon. 

| H 3 | in 
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Into th's Lown's hath thy ſcorn debas d thee, 
Haeſt thou been kind how high could L have plac'd 
thee, 


A Supoſueticn, 


ppoſe the fates had made a firm. decree 

That you and I this day ſhonid married be. 
Sappoſe the Bells were merrily a ringing, 
Tie Fidlets playing, and the Boys a ſingirg. 
duppole the way with fragrant herbs were f:rowing, 
All things were ready, we to Church were going 
And now ſuppoſe the Prieſt had jony*d our hands, 
And we were folemniz'ng Hymens bands: 
And now ſappoſe the Gardian knot near i) d, 
And all pray God give joy to Mifrefs Bride: 
Aod nw ſuppoſe that Dinner»:ime drew near, 
The Tebles richly deck'd with ceſtly cheer ; 
Sappoſe our tedious Dinner had an end, 
And F. die:“, :nd Fidler's Boys and all had Did: 
Sappoſe the blith young Lads were now a prancing, 
Ard yon, Diaz, with your Nymphs were danc nz; 
Where all commended were for dancing well, 
But Miſtreſs Brice did all the tet excell : 
And now ſuppoſe the day were ſully £<ge, 
dun fer, Supper paſt, and dancing done: 
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And next ſuppoſe that you were cal:'d aſide, 

And all in hatte :o bed goes Miſtreſs Bride: 

And then ſuppoſa the rude ungodly crew 

Pall'd off my clothes, and laid me down by you : 

Suppoſe the Poſlet now were brought to es., 

And I did ſcorn to ear ſach common mea! 3 

And your weak ſtomach loath'd to be a taſter, 
Vhich ] did wiſh them chcak'd they eat uo taſter 

And now ſuppoſe the height of all my blits 

Were nigh at hand: O what a heaven's this 3 

Suppoſe the Candles now were took away, 

And I upon your Breſt my hand did lav: 

And then ſappoſe we two were left in B:d, 

Wail'ſt you ting farewel to your Maiden-head, 


A SONG, 
Tune, The Horns, 


I, FES. merry Corfed le I hoiſt up my fail, 
The Meddows did ſweetly ſmell, 
The white Lilly top, and the merry Cowllop, 
And the head of the Azure Bell» 


2. Not far did I paſs, but I met with a Laſs, 
The Maid ſhe went to milk, 
Her Pail on her bead, ber cheeks were ted, 
Her Lipps were as fof* 25 (ilk, 
H 4 2 Bat 
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3+ But as | paſ>'d by methonghts in her eye 
I Cupid did diſcover, 
With that the blind Lad ſhot as he wis mad 
And made me 3 conitant Lover. 


4. S) did the prevail, I was forc'd to Nlrike (ail 
And parly gan to ſummon 
Fer Cupid and ſhe, fo conquered me 
| was never ſo woon by woman. 


5, Now if the bring Gold, which 1 jove to behold, 
Then thorrow thorns and thickets 

A Cock-horſe uc tide, and ſhe ſhall be my bride 

5 And u' be as merry as Cricket: 


'6. But if ſhe bring none, hot Love is ſoon gone 
No uedd ing nor no ringin's Y 

Bat for the blind bap, Vie buy the child pap 
And pay the Nuzle well ſor her linging, 


Her ſudden reply did anſwer her eye. 
5 She ſmil'd, yet ſeen. d to ſimper, 
B:t when did part, it priev'd her at heart 
And then ſhe began to whimper. 


3, But it my dear friend at forty weeks end, 
11 her Arms do bring her errant, 
Il it prove a brave Lad then Ile be the Dad 
| And meke her amends I warran!. 
þ Te 


1 
R 
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E 


. 
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[+ the ſeventh day cf the eleventh Month: 
Mott lamentably 
The men of Babylon did ſpoil 
The Tribe of Banbury. 


2. We had a Pcſt from Crw-n!y) 
R di ing in a blew Rocker, 


Said Colburn, Lunſfera's coming down 
With a Child*s band in his Pocket. 


„. Then we cali'd up our men of War 

Young Y.vers, Cook, and Dennis, 

Whom my.Lord Say had pit under 
His Son Maſter Fimnis. 


4+ We had ſix Guns cali'd Ordinance 
And fourſcore Musketiers, 

Yet all this would not ſerve to beat 
Theſe Philiſtine Cavil:ers, 


5, We gave three — unto the poor 
Yea made it four pence too 
We praid three, four, five, (ix, ſeven hc urs 


Yet all this would not do, 
* 


t. But 
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6. But Lunsford he did ſend us word 
Taat he was coming down, 
And leſt that we would yield, he would 
Granado all our Iown. 


7, Then was my Collonel and 1 
In a moſt pitifal caſey 
For neither be nor I did know 
Who this Granado was, 


8. Straight we ſet ope our Gates full wide 
They (warmed in like Bees, 
And each of them array'd in Puff 
As thick as our Town Cheeſe. 


9, The Brethren they ſent in men 
From Dircheſter and VV uckh ins 
Which when my Collone! did fee 
Good Lord how he did kick em. 


10. Now God to bleſs our Parli: ment 
And lend them long to reign, 
From three years unto three years end 
And ſo to three again, 


92, From S. illi and from Vaveſcy 
Tao ill affected men, 
Deliver us from Lun ord eke 
Tust would eat our Children. 


12 For 
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12+ For Burton, Baffonick, and Prin 
Lord keepthem in thy boſom, 
And he thar did rebuke the King 
Worſhipful Sir Fobn Hotham., 


1 :- Once more God bleſs our Parliament 
That they may ſit ſecure, 
And that their conſultations may 
From age to age endure, 


r — —— 


— — — 


The Goſſirs Conferences 


I« women as they ſay o'th* weaker ſet 
« JHad conference one day to this effect, + 
To change the old and popiſh way of Preaching, 
ne firſt would needs have it called reaching 3 
Tae ſecond ſuch a vulgar name deſpifings 
Said it were better termed Catechizing 2 
The third not yet ſo learned, yet full ſo wile, 
Allow?*d them beſt that call'd it Exerciſe 
The ferth a great magnificent Cortector, 
Said it were bettet to be nam'd a Lector: 
Nay quoth the fifth, my ſiſters, as I hear, 
They call it ſpeaking in Ne- hire z 
,S Tuſhquoth the ſixth, then ſtanding is more fit, 
Since Preachers in the Pulpit ſeldom ſi:. 


| | A Song 


A Sinn toa Scotch Tune. 


1. IS dy Miſtreſs was moſtfair 
Ie more fool, I the more fool I, 
I praiz d her lips, her hands, her ha'r, 
The more fool I, the more fool I: 
But ſince for me ſhe doth not care, 
I ſcorn her lips, her hands, and her hair, 
The wiler J, the wiſer J. 


2, Iprais d her cheeks, her chin, and her eyes, 
s The more foo! J, the more, Cc. 
thought her Natures chiefeſt pr 25, 
The more fool, &c, 
But luce ſhe doth my Love deſpiſe, 
I ſcorn her cheeks, her chin, and ker eye: 
Tac wiſer J, the wiſer J. 


3. Iſtab' i mine arm to drink her health, 
The more fool /, the, Cc. 
Her to maintain / ſpent my wealth, 
Tie more fool, Ce. 
But ſince her love is got by ſtealth, 
Je ſpare my blood, my health, my wealch 
Tae wiſer /, the wiſer J. 
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4-1 will 


Part II. Oxford Drollery: 125 


4+ Iwill no more her Servant be 
The wiſer /, the wiler J. 
Nor pledge her health upon my knee, 
Tae wiſer J, the wiſer J. 
Andifall men will be rul'd by me 
Taey'l quick'y ſtoop to vanity, * 
Tien they ' be fools as well as we. 


The Amn nin emen Song. 
Tune, Then hang me Ladies at yiur Dur- 


I, HP: up thoſe dull and envious fools 
Tant talk abroad ot womens change, 
| We were not bred to lit on ttyct;, 
Our proper virtue is to range, 
Take that away you take our lives, 
Ve are not women then but wives. 


2+ Sich as in valour would excel 
Do change the man, and often tight ; 
Which we in love mult do a5 well 
lt ever we will lovearight: 
The frequent varying of the deed 
I; chat which doth pertection breed. 
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7, No ist inconſtancy to change 
For what is bettet: or to make 
By fearing what before was ſtrange 
Familiar : for the uſes ſake 
The good from bad is not deſcry'd 
But as cis often uſed and try d. 


3. And this profeſſion of a ſtore 
In love, doth not alone help forth 
Our pleaſure, bur preſerves us more 
In being torſaker, than our worth 
For were the worttie(t woman accurſt 
To love one man he'd love her fitſt. 


—— 


A Seng on hit A ſtreſ,"; ſinging· 


1. Ou that think Love can corvey 
No other way, 
But through the eyes unto the heart 
His fatal dart, 
Shut cloſe thoſe Cale ments and but hear 
The Sy ren ling, 
Ad 07 the wing 
Of her ſweet voice it will appear, 
Thu Love can entet in at the eat. 


1. Unveil 
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2, Unveil thine eyes then and behold 
The curious mould, 
Where the voice dwells, and as we know 
When the Cocks do crow, 
Summons the morn, nights courſe being gone, 
We freely may 
Gaze on the day 3 
do may we when the Muſick's done 
A vike and ſee the riling San. 


—— — — — —  - — — 


ASONSG, 


(+ | Can love half an hour when Fm at leiſure 
He that loves half a day loves without meaſure, 

Cupid come teli me what Art has thy mother 

To make me love one tace more than another, 


2. Some to be thought more wiſe daily endeavour, 
They make the world ſurmiſe they can love ever, 

Bat Ladies belive them not, they l but deceive yoo, 
For when they have their ends, faith then they l 


leave you, 


7. Some will proteſt and vow their Love is fervent, 


And that unfeignedly they*l be your ſervant: 

But too much ot any thing (ers them a cooling, 

Thovgh they can little do vet they i be fooling» 
PE 
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4+ Then ladies, 2s you pleaſe, ſo you may mind then 
As ot to truſt them as far as you find them, 

For if you keep your ſelves till at that diſtance, 
You may with eaſe enough make them reh:taace, 


r — ——— — 


On 4a Gentlemen in + (ate Ing gement og ainfl the Turk 
was ſl un and thrown ot -H „ «nd ſhe 


fince madd. 


1. T1 Will go to my love where he lies in the deep, 
' [ And with our embraces together will ſleeps, 
When we make the kind D»/phin's together ſhall 

throng, 
And in Chariots of ſhels ſhall Craw us along. 


2. The Orient hath Pearl, which the Ocean beſtows 
All med with Corral a Crown to compoſe, 
Though the dra-Nymphs do ſpight us, and envy our 
bliſs, 

We will teach them to love, and the Cockles to kiſs, 


3. My Love he doth ive in his watry prave, 

And hath nothing to ſhew for hi: tomb but a wave, 
I vill kiſs his dear lipps than the Corral more red, 
Which grows where he lies in his watry beds 


O 
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Old Songs made at ©xſord, many years ſinct. 


-_ _ — - — — — 


Part IT I. 


1 — — — ñſ  — — 
9 —— 


— 


And firſt the Paritan, ma Dialogue between a 
Scholar and bim. 


. Sch, SS. Puritan ift come to paſe, 
Taat thou muſt hear a play or Miſs, 
Which would* thou chuſe ? 
Par. Truly in ſuch a doubtful caſe 
Ii mell becomes the Child of grace, 
Do as the Spirit ſhall infuſe, 
Sch, Bat had'ſt thou to thy Friday's D.ſh 
A Capon or a piece of Fiſh, 
Which would'it thou chuſe ? 
Pur, Woy C apen 's for the Babe. ef grace, 
Give ſinful Pill: Ling or Plaſes 


Such ſaperſtitions meat. 
CHORUS, 


Lo here a Paritan cutec hiced arigh's 
Who luis fly but doth the Spirit flight 
1 


2, WW. Dh 
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2, Sch, Say Vm it in doſt love a quite, 
Or the holy Bellows that inſpire 
; Tae Organ ſweet ? 
Pur. Sure m, they're Satans inſtruments 
Not fit for holy Sion's Tents 
T he faithful hold they be not meet. 


Sch. But would' thou not uſe any guile 4 
Ty hear a Brother preach, a mile 
From Text and ſence? 
Pur, 7rmbil he rl religiouſly 
Oi the Sarpliſs and conformity, 
The Spirit may diſpenſe. 


CHORUS. 


Ln here a Paritan Catechized aright, 
IW hoſe Schiſm loth Order and Church doth ſlight» 


Sch. Say Puritan iſ't be thy hap 
To be injoyn'd the corner Cap, 
Would't thon deny? 
Par. Ter Irefeſt: Bibylon' Whore 
1hat Idol did well ; nay mure, 
It ſavors of Antiquity, 17 
Fel. Bat woul'ſt thou be content to wear vi i 
The new Cap that hides (in not hair 
Syrnam'd Caller? 
Par. Set 
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Pur, So't be not of Spaniſh Leather madey 
Verily twill mot be gain 
By «ny good Zelot. 


Lo here a Puritan Catechized aright, 
Who Cuſtoms | ecanſe old, not bad, doth ſlight. 


4+ Sch, Say Pwritan it glorious paint 
In gich Church-windous, would'ſt not faint 
At ſuch a fight? 
Pur. Fie, fie on painted glaſs, why there 
Hdolatry is fall as clear 
To purer eyes as is the light, 
Sch. But ſhould a painted Siſter lie 
Proſtrate: would thou not caſt thine eye 
On ſuch a Rath ? 
Pur, Mell might the Spirit ſo 12 
To fleal a glance or kiſs, the rift 
Should be tn nakygd truth; 


Lo here « Puritan Catechized aright, 
i he loves Whores painted, elſe all paints doth ſlight, 


12 On 
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| 
| 
| 


On a Fire at Jack of all Trades bou[e in Oxford, be 


being a Preciſian, 


| [+ Trend you Siſters every one, 
And liſten with s pair 
Ot tusggeriog ears that have out grown 
B/ many an inch the hair. 
2 Of Popiſh flimes I will relate 2 
To you a diſmal ſtory, 
Which turn'd s zealous Shop of late 
Into a Pargatory. 


3. Faere dwells in Oxf{-rd rear the place 
Where holy Cru Teaches, 
One that in all Trades had ſuch grace 
The wicked he over-reaches, 


4. Tais Brother firft a Stach was 
Paripatetical, 
For «but the world as he did paſs 
His wealth be carryed 3ll. 


5. Dat when his fa had made his pack 
Too heavy for his ſhoulder, 
Li torelaid place he ea, d his back, 
Andturn'da ſtaid lbuſholder. 


| 6. Io 
p 


A 
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6. Ia all Vocations by and by 
He grew ſogren a medler, 
Taat though the Exchange his Shop Rood nige 
You'd take bim for no Pedlar, 


7, By ſlight of tongue he would fetch ore 
All Sparks that came unto him, 
Except thoſe, which wo nights before 
Chriſtide, were like to undo him. 


8. When he to ſleep himſelf had ſer 
And dream d of no ſuch fires, 
Taen thoſe his zeal and his litile pea! 
K ndled in his delires. 


9. He heard ſome cry fire, fire amain, 
And fay that be was ſlack, 
Great 7 bn of all Trade: would again 
Be breught to his firſt pack. 


10, When hafting down to fee what burn'd, 
The ſmozk his breath did ſtop. 
Alas his new Exchange was turn d 
To « Tobxzcco Shop- 


11. His Wite came too at the report 
Her clothes hung in ſuch pickle, 
As ſhe had newly come from the ſport 
After a Conventicle, 
I 3 12, Aud 
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12. And firſt in theſe ſad flames ſhe ſp/ d 
A ſpruce Geneva B ble, 
With gilded Leaves, and ſtrings belide 
Which were not comemptibles 


13. But with leſs grace he could have ſeen'c 
As be did ſay to ſome one, 


H d but the Apochripha been in'c 
Oc Prayers that were Common. 


14, The Pra:ce there of Pie, 
And good Saint Katherine Stu 


Were Martyrs, which oft quoted he 
Had heard in ſeveral Tubb:+ 


15. Then being of his Dod's bereft 
And C/ev:r: all and ſome, 
You may preſume that there was left 
Ot comtorts never a crumb, 


16. A Cheſt of Cambrick and Holland 
Wa turn'd to a Box of tinder, 
His Virgin Tapers out were burn'd, 
Tl” Extinguiſhers could not hinder. 


17+ They that his Taffaties did ſee 
And various Ribbands, iraight 
Concluded that in burnt ſilk be 


Was largely worth his weight, 


18. Of 


1 
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18. Of ſmoaking Canes there lay great ſtore, 
For he had ſoon eſpy'd em, 
They were never truly hr'd betore 
As he had oft belyde cm. 


19. H Hobby Horſes er it ſo tame 
Small Babes of grace might run 
A race upon them, then became 
As hot as the S eeds i*th Sun. 


20, Mirrors and Perſpectives, that might 
Be burning- Glaſſes call d, 
The Fever was ſo hot that night 
That Perriwiggs grew bald. 


21+ There Mouſe-trapy,Fly-traps, and whole Shelvs 
Of Whips, with other ſome, * 
Such fatal inſtruments themſelves 
D.d ſuffer Mariyrdom. 


22+ And to conclude the flime being done: 
Some that were there did ſwear, 
Though Chriſtmas was nbt yet begun 
Vet cwas Aſb-edneſday there. 


23. Dear Brethren then be not ſo hot, 
For if unto your harm 
Yonr zeal like this took fire I wot 
You'l with you were Luke-warm» 
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24, God bleſs this Land, and keep it aye 
Againſt all that oppoſe, 


And let the Supreme Head bear (way 
laſtead o Supreme Noſe. 
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— — 


A Song cali'd a Cup of Sc. 
* Ang ſorrow, caſt away care, 
H — fill us a Cap of Sack, 
Same fy it is good, to repleniſh the blood, 
And tor to ſtreng: hen the back. 
Wine makes the thouphts to aſpire, 
And fills the Spirits with hear : 
We hold it as good, if well under ſtood, 
To ſit a man for the feat: 
Then call end dri k of all, 
The Drawers are ready to fill, 
A pox of all care, we need nat to fear 
My Father hath made bis W... 


Come Ladd here”; a health tothy Love 
Do thou drigk another to mine, 


e never be range, for if thou wilt change 


Ie barter wy Lady tor thine : 
She is a5 fiee, and willing to be 
To eny thing I command, 
| vow like a friend, I never intend 
Io put a bad thing in thy hand t 


Then 
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Then be as frolick and free 
With her as thou wou 'ſt with thine own 


But let her not lack good Claret and Sack, 
To make her come off and come on. 


3- Come drink, we cannot want chink, 
Ooſerve how my pockets do fiele, 
And he that takes his Liquor all 
I here do adopt him mine ningle: 
Then range » bealth to our King, 
I mean the Kine of Olloler, 
For Bacchus i* he that will ror agree 
A man ſhovid go to bed ſober: 
'Tis wine, both neat and fine, 
That is de faces adorning, 
No Doctor can cure, with his Phyſick more ſure, 
Than s Cyp of (mall Beer in the morning, 


—— — 


— 
2 —— 


A Sing call'd the C »p of Claret. 


7 2 — friend leave off thy thinking, 
Caſt thy cares of Love away, 
Drown thy ſorrows all in drinking, 
Dono longer then delay : 
Hacc hut (wears it is his will 
That we ſhould be drinking ſill, 


2+ Do 
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2, Do but view this Glaſs of Clarret, 
How invitingly it looks, 
Drink it quickly elſe you'} marr it, 
Pox take fighting and on books, 
Tos it up, and then you'l prove, 
+» That drinking's better far than love, 


* 


3+ Call the Drawer bid him fill it 
Full as ever it cen hold, 
O take heed you do not ſpill it, 
Tis more precious far then Gold: 
Let us have good ſtore of Wine, 
Hang him then that will repine. 


ASONG, 


* | Wiſh no more thou ſhould love me, 
My joyes are full in loving thee, 
My heart's too narrow to contain 
My bliſs if thou ſhoulo'it love again. 


2, Thy ſcorn may wound me, but my fate 
Leads me to love and thee to hate, 
Ye: mult 1 love whil't I have breath, 
For not to love is worſe than death, 


7, Then 
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. Then ſhall I ſue, ſue for ſcorn or grace, 
A lingring life or death embrace, 
Since one of theſe I needFmutt try, 4 
Love me but once and let me dye. 


4. Such mercy more thy fame ſhall raiſe 
Than cruel death can yield thee praiſe, 
It may be counted who ſo dyes 
No murderer but a (acrifice- 


— 
— — 


A Song nith the Anſwer, 


I. Oo” upon it, I bave lov'd 
Three whole days together, 
And am like to love three more 
It it hold fair weather. 


2. Time ſhall moult away his wings 
E'ce he can diſcover, 8 
fa the whole wide world agen 
Such a conſtant Lover. 


3 Net now I think uponꝰt no praiſe 
Can at all bedue rome, 
Love with me had made no ſtay 
Had it any been but ſhe, 


4. Had 
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4, Had it any been but ſhe 
And that very, very face, 
There had been e 
A dozen dozen in her place, 


© ECT "Ing 
—— —-— 


— —— 


Part III. 


this, this with me 


— — 


The Anſwer. 


1. 8 bat did yow love ſo long ? 
[rath I needs muſt blame y 
P- ſſion did your beauty zring 
And nant of Judgment ſhame you. 


2. Truth timer fair and witty Dang hter 
Quick'y dia diſcover, 
You were 4 ſul ſelt fit for laughter : 
And more fi than Lover, 


% Tet I prant, you merit jraiſe 
Fir your conſt ant folly, | 
Since you doatied i bree bole day), 

Were you nit ml ancþolly ? 


4+ She to nhum you were ſo trur, 
And that very very face 

Puts each minute ſuch as you, 
A dozen don to diſgraces 
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The ſad Partinr, a Songs 


1. No, no, no, I tell thee no 
Though from thee I muſt go, 

Yet my heart ſays not ſo: 
I: (wears by Stelle eyes 
In whoſe dalliance ſurpriz'd, 
And in Loves fetters lies 
It {wears by thoſe Roſes and Lilly*s ſo white, 
And thoſe Ruby's fo bright, 
N:'re to part, mire to part 

From my dear delight. 


2, It (wears by that warm ſnow 

In thy boſom below, 

Where blind Love hides his bow, 

And by thoſe milk-white bands 

That diſperſe Cs bands 

And his Quiver command, 
By thy form Divine, and thy pretty nimble feet; 
In Loves warrs too too Heet, 

N re to leaves ner? to leave : \ 


Stella bright, Stella ſweet. 
3. By our true Love it ſwears, 


By our hopes, by our fears, 
By theſe ſad parting tears, 
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And by this melting kiſs 
Full of grief, fall of bliſs, 
And by this Kiſs, and by this, 
B/ this laſt embrace, and this cruel adieu, 
And by high Heavens too 
Ne re to change, ne're to change, 
Stella's love for 4 new+ 


5 —-— er IPY 
—— 


The Hunting of the Fox, a Sung. 


1. O hunt the Fox is an old ſport, 
Us'd both in City and in Court: 
Nor are the Academick's free, 
No beaſt they chaſe ſo much as he ; 
For when they're out of their ſtudious vein 
They! ſimetimes follow, they'! ſometime: follow, 
They ſumetimes follow the Foxe's ſtrain, 


2+ Your Gallant which each hour invents 
Some pretty pleaſing complements, 
And thinks no phrate ſo neat and pure 
As Votre humble Servitoore, 
Forgets his Miſtrefles nice diſdain, 
Ry folloxing of the, by following of the, 
By fol'oning of the Foxt'; ſtrains 


Z4 vort 


P. 


by 
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3- Your Lawyers as I have underſtood , 
Can warrent the caſe if it be goods 
And tempting fees on both ſides will take, 
And many new demurrs can make 
Although his chiei'.t delight be in' gain. 
H.“ ſometimes follow, be! ſonectinnes follozy 
Hel ſometimes follow the Foxe's ſtrain» 


4+ Your Clergy men lead merry lives, 
Taey get fine livings and fine wives, 
Although the Churches ſtate they rule, 
Vet with a Cup their zeal they' cool. 
Your Poet's ne're in a pleaſing vein, . 
Unleſi be follows, Haleſi he follows, &c. 


5. Your Phyſician with skill profound 
Can make the ſickly Patient found, _ 
He cures a grief, but leaves a worſe, 
Call'd the Conſumprion of the purſe, 
And once a Month cannot refrain, 
From following of the, from fallowing of they 

From following of the Ft ſtrain, 


8. The little Fox at length is found, 
Where he lies lurking under ground, 
He earth's himſelf in Cellars deep, 

Wil mortals they from him do creep, 
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Tiltgentle ſlumbers charm each brain, 
And ſo concludes the, and ſo concludes the, 
And ſo concludes the Foxt's ſtrain, 


T he Maidens Dream. 


1. Qlumbring as I lay one night in my bed, 

No Creature with me but my maidenhead, 
And lying all alone as maidens uſe, 
Mettiought I dream'd, as Maids can hardly chuſe, 
And in my dream,methoughts'was too much wrong 
That Ia pretty Maid ſhould lye alone fo long; 
With that came in 8 Gallant, for they can do 
Much with old ones and with young ones too, 
Methoughts he woo'd, he ſued to taſte, he ſped, 
Methoughts we married were, and went to bed: 
Then he got up, and ſtraight for fear I quak'd, 
I trembling lay, and preſently awak'd : 
It _— have vex'd a Siint, O how my heart did 

rn, 

To be ſo near, and miſs ſo good a turn. 
O cruel dreams, why did you ſo deceive me, 
Toſhew me heaven and then in hell to leave me, 


On 


9 
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On the Lurning f the Gramm ir Scho at Oxford, the 
laſt fonrteen lines bring late q did. 


V Hat heat of learning kindled your deſire 

-V You Au e', Son s, to ſet your houſe on fire? 

What love of honour in yags breafts did burn 

Taele ſparks of virtue into flame to turn? 

Or wa, m higher cauſe} Were the hot gods 

Pt& "us and Va'can friends, now are at odds ? 

And here 6 teve d; then ne*re let the Dolt 

Be praiz'd for making Arms and Thunderbolt: 

Let Poet's Pen's point on y his diſgraces 

His clubby foot, horn ꝗ front, and ſooty face, 

What ee was cauſe, ſuxe it was the event 

Which alf the Ader juſtly may lament : 

But above all for Riimes ſake, Phi 

Bewa:ls the downfal of the learned Chimry : 

There might you ſee how without ſpeech or ſence 

Lay the fad aſhes of gn Accidence, 

What number here of Neun to rack did go, 

As Dima, Liber, and a many moe! 

No Cafe or Sex, the furious lame would ſpare, 

Each Gex4:r in tllis lofs had equ il ſhare : 

Here might you ſee the rueful Declcaations 

O: fifteen Prin unt, and tour CoNwoationt; . 

Some 4eramges Di, and lone Yo, overcome, 

Are with the hea! and fg: was Arncken dumb: 
* Sabine. 


3 
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Supines lay gaſping upward, void of ſences, 
Tae Ads grew mad to ſee Imperfca tenſes, 
Adverbs of place fell from their lotty ſtories, 

As uli, ibi, illic, intur, foris: 

Cenj ent ins ſo disjon'd, as you would wonder, 

No coupling ſcarce, but it was burnt in ſundet: 
Tae Prep»fitions knew where to be 

Each Inter ett ion cry'd hei, woe is me: 

For the due joyning of which things againg 

A neighbœur cal, Oui mihi came main, 

Elſe (ure the fire had into flame ſo turn'd, (burn'd: 
Tat Geds, Men, Months, Kroers, Winds and all had 
Then 'g in the flame of Heteroclitit to cumber 

And poor Spelle loſt her Plural number, 

O Ferls there ſcarce had ſcap'd one of twenty, 
Had there not bꝛen by chance Arin preſents : 
Je for all that the fire ſo great it waxes, 

That ir did quite vndo my Lord Syntaxis : | 
Hz 1 Noun or Verb been there,O none cou'd bail yg 
For it did quite deſtroy old [Ferbum perſonale 

Had then I gura but appeu , it would a ſhow'd 

you a 

Burning trick, for it deſtroy'd Proſodie, 

Which is the cauſe, I fear, ns late 1 ſee' 

Our Verſes run ſo lamely on their feet 

For Jomlucks, Sp-nder, ard the reſt oth' crew 
Were utterly deſtroyed, ſo had you been too 


4 | 
| : 
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Had you been there: but vet our honeſt Billy, 

Ne're ſo much obſerv'd ye Rules of iim Lit) 

As to be burnt for's ſake, but ſtood aloof off to fe. 

Bath Maſculine, Feminine, Neuter all © fire tg 
gree. F 


— 


i — ——— 


To his beamtilnl Miſtreſs, thel twelve 
lines |. fly added. 


Air Madam, thee whoſe every thing 
D:ſerves the Cloſe-ſtool of a K ug: 
Whoſe head'is fair as any bone, 
White and (mgoth, as Pumice tone, 
Waoſe naturaſchaldneſs ſcorns to wear 
The needieſsexcrements of hair, 
Whoſe farehend's (treaks, our heart's commands; 
Like Dower clifts, or Ga ſands? 
Whole eyes are like two button ſet in clay, 
Whoſe face is paſtboard; and whoſe hair is hay; 
Wied from thoſe dainty Glow-worm eyes, 
Cupid hoots plumb- pudding pyes : 
And ſtom the arches of her noſe 
A creani-pot of white Nectar flows: 
Mult gaodly lipps, fo white and ſleełk, 
And truly Alabatter cheek : 
Pure Sifrop teeth, happy the ment 
That ſuch pretty militones 7＋ 
2 
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How that chin becomes thee well 

Where always hairy beard ſhall dwell : 

Thy Corral neck doth ſtately bow 

As doth my Granams brinded Cow : 

O let me, or Inte ſhall reſt, 

Suck the black Bottles of thy breaſt - 

O curious ard anfathom'd waſte, 

As ſlender as the ſtately Maſt ; 

Thy fingers too breeds my delight 

For each wart ſeems 8 Marpgarite, 

Each night ſo great ti paſhons be, 

I cannot wake for thought of thee, * 

Then let thy Servant mercy find 

To kiſs thee once, thougb' be behind, 

Sweet kiſs, ſweet lips, delicious ſence, 

How great a wind ſhe blows from thence : 
Bieſs'd Petticoat, moſt bleſ d her Smock, 
Which daily buſſeth her buttock ; 
For now the Poverd's, true I find, 

That the beit part is ſtill behind, 

Her breath it is ſo ſweet and fine, 

No ſtinking Oyſter can be more divine, 

Yer ſhe muit have a Husband now poor heart 
And young, though ſhe is old, to play his part 
Sha* have an old Fidler, who after two years ſpace 
S1all up thy skin off for a Fidle-Caſe, 

Or to ſonſe Carrier that may ſcratch thy bide, 
Which now with ſcabs and ĩtch is putrify d. 


O you 


ce 


/4 
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O you old glew-por, haſt not yet enongh, 

Tay tapers out, there's nothing left but ſnuff, 

What are you proud, and muſt you needs ingender, 
Get ye a Baboon, and I pray ye gods fend her 

A Child like Mother, fo good, ſo true, 

T::a: when one looks upon*. 'wwou'd make one ſpew+ 
Vn told me once you nere had will nor motion, 
Aud haſt thou now drunk a provoking potion ? 

Dt !hink a man of reaſon e'ce will pcke 

Lithy damn'd dung+bill, and himſelf to choke 

By kiſſing thee but once 3 but if'c be twice 

Pie ar tant Him he turns upꝰ, heels in a trice: 
Leave cf you hag, leave off you grunting bear, 

And think of ſomewhat elſe, or elſe I ſwear 

Viz tie thee to a ſtade and bait to death with dogs 
Tay mangy Carcaſs, and then throw thee to ih hogs; 
Where other Epitaph thou ſha'c have none, 

But here lies ſtinking, pocky, naſty, cotten Jene. 


The old ſcalding Wife. 


M. W fe prethee come nigh me 
Ker fit thee down by me, 
For Iam beſt pleas'd Wite 
When thou art moſt nigh me. 


e K 3 1. 


4 
; 
| 
ö 
| 
f 
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y 
How that chin becomes thee well Tay 
Where always hairy beard ſhall dwell : Wh 
Thy Corral neck doth ſtately bow Gi 
As doth my Granams brinded Cow : C 
O let me, or Inte ſhall reſt, Tia 
Suck the black Bottles of thy breaſt : Yen 
O curious ard anfathom'd waſte, And 
As ſlender as the ſtately Maſt ; Dll 
Thy fingers too breeds my delight - Lt! 
For each wart ſeems a Margarite, By K 
Exch night ſo great tay paſhons be, Vie 

I cannot wake for thought of thee, * Lea 
Then let thy Servagt mercy find And 
To kiſs thee once, thougl”: be behind, le 

Sweet kiſc, ſweet lips, delicious ſence, Tay 
How great a wind ſhe blows from thence : Wh 
Bieſs'd Petticoat, moſt blefs'd her Smock, But 


W hich daily buſſeth her buttock : 
For now the Poverb's, true I find, 

That the beit part is ſtill behind, 2055 
Her breath it is ſo ſweet and fine, 

No ſt nking Oyſter can be more dine, 

Yer ſhe muit have a Hus band now poor heart M. 
And young, though the is old, to play his part 
Sha* have an old Fidler, who after two years ſpace 
S1all l/p thy skin off for a Fidle-Caſe, 

Or to ſonſe Carrier that may ſcratch thy bide, 
Which now with ſcabs end ĩtch is putrify'd, 


O you 


2 
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O you old glew-por, haſt not yet enongh, 

Tay tapers out, there's nothing left but ſnuff, 

What are you proud, and muſt you needs ingender, 
G:1 yes Baboon, and I pray ye gods fend her 
Child like Mother, fo good,fſo true, 

Tia when one looks upon'. 'wwou'd make one ſpew 
en told me once you nere had will nor motion, 
And haſt thou now drunk a provoking potion ? 

Dot think a man of reaſon ce will pcke 

lib damn'd dung-bill, and himſelf to choke 

By kiſſing thee but once 3 but itt be twice 

Pie warranthim he turns upꝰ, heels in a trice : 

Leave cf you hag, leave off you grunting bear, 

And think of ſomewhat elſe, or elſe I ſwear 

I's tie thee to a ſtade, and bait to death with dogs 
Tay mangy Carcaſs, and then throw thee to ib hogs; 
Where other Epitaph thou ſha'c have nane, 

But here lies ſtinking, pocky, naſty, cotten Jene. 


The old ſcolding Wife. 


M. Ife prethee come nigh me 
W And ſit thee down by me, 
For I am beſt pless d Wife 

When thou art moſt nigh me- 
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. I ſcorn to fit by 

| Sach a block headed Clown, 

Taou'ꝰ rt not fit for to touch 
The hem of my Gown : 

For I might have Gentlemen 
Proper and brave, 

] might live like a | ady, 
And not like a ſlaves 


AM, Wife prethee be patient 
And be not cfrended, 
Let me know the cauſe wiſe, 
Aud all ſhall be mended, 


, I will have a Silk Gown, 

A Mask, and a Fan, 

And not walk abroad 
Without my man, 

And hę ſhall be handſome 
And with a good face 

And not like unto thee 
Which doſt me diſgrace. 


A. Wife prethee be quiet, 
And let it not move thee, 
Thou ſha': have as good wife, 
Come kils me ns lo love me- 


% 
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i, Vie have eviy morning | 

brought me up 

A well ſweetnd Caudle 
In a Silver' Cup, 

And Ile lye a bed 
To take my eaſe, 

And go abroad when 

And where'a: I pleaſe- 


AM. Thou ſhalt have Horſes wife, 
A Coach and a man, 
To drive for thy pleaſure, 
Through Cheapfide and Strand, 
And I will go with thee, 
And I will attend thee, 
My care ſhall be ſuch Wife 
As none ſhall offend thee. 


W. Thou art a block-head, 
An afs, and a fool, 
I think thee not fit 
To empty my ſtool : 
Thou hait neither courage, 
Manners nor wit, 
I think thee not worthy 
To kifs where I ft. 


K 4 AJ. Come 
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M. Come huzzy be quiet, 
File make you to know 
The duty and ſervice 
Wh ch to we you owe: 
For I am your Husband, 
And alſo your Head, 
And therefore be you ready 
Both at board and at bec- 


. All this will 1 do Sir, 
Aad more it you crave, 
Vie ſtoop to your ſhooe Sir 
Your good will to have. 


— — 
— -_ - o * 


ASONG, 


'E A Willy once iſſy d 
To look for a Lamb that was ſtray d 
Upon hiil tide, a bonny Laſs be ſpy'd 
Ot waom he was well appay'd» 


2. He reſolved to court this Minion, 
And was ſetled in his opinion, (doun 

Tue rimerous clown, thought Phale had come 
To meet with ber Love Endimnn- 
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3. Her Cheeks like Roſes blowing 
Her Lipps like Cherry's growirg, 
Her eyes were as clear as the Snow upon the Pear, 
Oc like to a Hedge-worm glowing, 


4, He boldly Rept unto her, 
His eyes ſhot affection through her, 
He caſt away cores, and pricked up his ears, 
And thus he began to wooe het. 5 


5. All hail, all hail my hony 
More dearer than ever was mony, 
Vie ſell away the Lamb and Ile give away the Dam 
To ſupp with a Ew ſo bonny. 


5, Of nutts 1 will give thee plenty, 
Of red*l:ded apples _—_ 
My butter lie eaſe to make ſummer cheeſe, 
And my cream makes egg-pies dainty, 


7. My Lambs new coat ſhall bear thee, 
No Daglock ſhall ever co ar thee, 
The Capons of the town ſhall without down 
| For want of a ſoft bed to bear hee. 
G 8, My 
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8. My Bag-pipe Mubck ſhall make thee 
Every morning with a Song will I wake thee, 
And at night Ile not fail toclap thy little tail, 
To make thy ſad dumps ſoriake thee» 


9. His lips to her's he laid 
She never a whit gainſaid, | 
They joyn d both their hands, and tied holy bands 
Which never till death decay d. 


—— 


The Oxford Scholars going to ſee the King at 


Tune, The Horns 


1. T He King and the Court, 
Delirous of ſport, 
At Woodſtech (ix days did lye, 
There came the Doctors, 
And the Sattinelleey'd Pcoftors 
And the reſt of the learned Fry. 


* 
2, Some faces did ſhine 
3 — ale than with wine 
So that each man there thought, 
Andi by their hue, 
Ait true, 
They were better fed than taught. 


* — 
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* A number belide, 
With their wenches did ride, 

For Scholars you know are kind, 
And riding before, 

Taey (till evermore 
Did kiſs their wenches behind. 


4. Anumber on foot, 
Not a Cloak, nor 6 Boot, 
And yet to the Court they wou'd 
And all for to ſhow 
How far they wou'd go 
To do his Mijeſty good. a 


5. Bat a Reverend Dean 

With his Band ſtarch d clean, 
Did preach before the Xing 

A Ring I eſpy'd, 

At his Band- ſtring ty d, 
Was not that a pretty thing» 


6+ The Ring, without doubt, 
Was that put him out, 

And made him forget what was next, 
And all that was therys 
Will ſay, and will ſwear, 

Tat he handled it mere than his tent. 
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A rocking V ſurer Cheated. 
I, Greedy minded griping Clerk 


Had gather d ſtore of gold, 
And ſtudy d for a place ſecure 
H:s hoarded heap to hold: 
At laſt he cram'd his dre ſſ/ pelf 
Into an Iron Cheſt, 
And wrote upon the top of it 
Theſe words, H.c Deus eff, 
A crafty Sexton ſeeing its 
And greedy of the prey, 
Come very ſecret in the night 
And ſtole the Gold away, 
And blotting out the Latin words 
Which he had wrote thereon, 
Wrote, Keſurrexit non eft hic, 
Your Gold is riſen and gone. 


" — — 


— 


The Frenchmans Arms and Ha ms. 


Ls A S:ranger coming to the Town 
Went to the Flower de Luce, 


A place which ſeem d in outward ſhew 
For haneſt men to uſe: 


1 But 
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But being there a little while 
He met with one ſo righe, 

"That upon the French D.ſeaſe 
It was his chance to light 

And leait that other men ſhould fare 
A« he did fare before, 

As he went out he writ it down 
And fix*d it on the Door, 

All ye that hither chance to come, 
Mark well ce you go ity | 

The French-mans Arms are the (ſign without, 
B it the French-mans harms are within» 


—Y 
— — 


_C 


The Deſcription f Tarn, 


Jy heard ſundry men oft · timei d 
Of trees that in one year will twice bear fruit 
Bar if a man mark Tibarn, 'cwill appear, _ 
That there's a Tree that bears twelve times u year : 
I muſe it ſhould fo fruitful be, for why ? | 
I underſtand the root of it is dry : 

It bears no leaf, no bloſſom, nor no bad, 
The rain that makevthem fruct fie is blood: 
I further note, the fruit that it produces 
Doth ſeldom ſerve o/ profitable uſes, 


Except 


Except the skilful Chirugeons induſtry 

Does make difſeRtiony or anatomy: 

It bloſſoms, budds, and bears all chree together, 

Aad in one hour doth live and die and wither, 

Like Scdows they are in conceit, 

For touch'd they turn to duſt and aſhes ſtrait 3 

Beſides, I find this Tree both never been, 

Like other Fruit-trees, wali'd or hedged in, 

But in the high- way (landing many a year 

Ic never vet was rob d as | could hear: 

The is apparent to our eyes, 

That what it bears are dead Commodities: 

And yet ſometimes ſuch grace toit is given 

Tuat dying Fruit is well prepar'd for heaven ; 

And many times, a man may gather thence 

Remorſe, devotion, and true penitence : 

Aad from that Tree, I think more Souls aſcend 

To tha: Celeſtial joy that ne re ſhall end, '1 

Tay e Juls trom thence to heaven do come, 
ag 


n from all Church- yards chtoyghout Chriſten- 
- + Aam: | = | 

The reaſon is, the, Bodies all are dead, 

And all the S ulis to joy, or woe, ace fled, 

Per p'iaps a meek, a day, or tuo, ot three, 

Before . the Church-yard baried be; 

But at this Tree in twinkling of an eye, 

The Soul and Body part immediately, 


* Tiuere 
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There the fatal parting blow doth frike, ... 
And in Chuch- yards is ſeldom feenithe li ke: 
Beſides, they are aſſiſted witix the Mmy - 
Of peoples charitable Prayers «nd Plalmsy@/ N 
Which are the wings that lift the Spirit. 
By Faith, through Grace, true Glory to inherit. 
Concerning this dead Fruit I noted, it | 
_— of paſte, is put into a i 

And though laid vp carefnlly in any place, 
Yet worm-eaten it grows in lietle ſpace» 
My underſtanding can by no means frame, 
To give this fruit a fitter name = 
Than medlars : for I find that great and ban, 
To my capacity, are medlary ul. 
Some ſay there choak'd Pears; and ſome 4 
Do coll em Hyrtichoaks, but dis moſt plsis 
Tis a kind of medler it doth ber 111 
Oc elſe, Iyhink, it never wou'd come lee, L 
Moreover, where it grows, ene DA 
I: often turns the herbof grace to Rue: 
Amovglt all pot- herb growing on the * 
T. me is the leaſt reſpected, I have. * 200) 
And moſt abu: , and theretore one ſhall ſee 
No branch nor bud of it grou near this Tree z 
For tis occalion of men. greete it rim 
To turn the uſe into abuſe of time, 
When paſſions are let looſe without a Bridle, 
Fhen precioas time is tut to Loye and Idle, 


19 


And 


* 
5 44 


And that's the chiefeſt reaſon I cam ſhow 

Why fruit on Tiburn doth ſo often grow. 

There are inferiour Gallowſes which bear, 
According to the ſeaſon, twice a year - | 
And there sa kind of watriſh Tree at VF/apping, * 
Where Pyrats or Sea<theeves are catched napping ; 
But Tibwrn doth deſerve before them all 

The title and addiuon Capi 

O: great and only threefold Gallowſe of the Lang, 
Whil'it «ll the teſb like ragged Lacquies ſtand, 

It hath like Lena ſull, and change, and quarters, 

It like a Merchant, monthly trucks and barters, 
But all the other Gallowſes are fit 

Like Chapmen or poor Pedlars unto it: 

Thas Jails and Jailors being here explain'd, 

How both ate good, end for good uſe ordain'd, 

All ſorts of havging which I could furmiſe 

I likewiſe have deſctib d before your eyey, 

And further having ſhew d what Tilarn is, 

vun many more in ſetiour Gallowſes, 

My pen from pa pet wich this prayer doth part, 

God bleſs all people from their fins deſer;. 
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On the Weaver and bis Wife, 


Weaver being jealous of his wife. like many 
S ill dream d of horns, before he t re had ini 

And for to know whether his dream were true, 

Gought more ways out than he had need to do- 

The leſt invention that this Weaver bad, 

W hich he thought very good, prov'd very bad, 

He goes ton Fryer, and intreats him fair 

To f1vriv2 his wife to eaſe him of bis care; 


Tais lady Fryer, that this man might know 
Whethtr his wife were honeſty yea or no, 
Told hin i that he himſelt ſhould be the Fryer 

To ſhrive her himſelf as he would defire, 

He ſends &'im forth his habit and his Hoad, 
Inſtructs hi. n his tone, and holy mood, 

Wi h action: grave, and preſence all divine, 

All things pre vided for this pointed ſhrines * 
He glad of thi.'s to eaſe his jealous dreads, 
Prayes like a Fr ver, full often tells his Brads, 
And all things fi and ready.as was meet, 

This holy weaving Fry et thus his wife did greet, 


S.ſter, bat firſt Le by nds the holy tree, 
And makes his profc gue benedicite, 


Ob ſerve 


* 
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Lad that's the chiefeſt reaſon I can ſhow 
Why fruit on Tiburn doth ſo often grow. 
There are inferiour Gallowſes which bear, 
According to the ſeaſon, twice a year - 
And there's a kind or watriſh Tree at Ving, 
Where Pyrats or Sea<theeves are catcbed napping ; 
But Tibwr» doth deſerve before them all 
The title and addizzon Capital, 
O: great and only threefold Gallowſe of the Lane, 
Whi!'it all the refÞ like ragged Lacquies ſtand, 
It hath like Ln full, and change, and quarters, 
It like a Merchant, monthly trucks and barters, 
But all the other Gallowſes are fic 
Like Chapmen or poor Pedlats unto it: 
Tha Jails and Jailgrs being here explain'd, 
How both ace good, #nd for good uſe ordain'd, 
All ſorts of hanging which I could furmiſe 
I likewiſe have deſctib d before your eyes 
And further having ſhew'd what Tilurn is, 
With many more ;nferiour Gallowſes, 
My 11 papet with this prayer doth part, 
God bleſs all people from their fins deſeri. 
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On the Weaver and bis Wife, 


A Weaver being jealous of his wife. like many 
Sill dream d of horns, before he t re had in 
And for to know wherher his dream were true, 
Gought mot e ways out than he had need to do- 

Tue laſt invention that this Weaver bad, 

W hich de thought very good, prov'd very bad, 

He goes tos Fryer, and intreats him fair 
To f1\riv2 his wife to eaſe him of bis care. 


Tais luoly Fryer, that this man might know 
Whether his wife were honeſty yea or no, 
Told hin i that he himſelt ſhould be the Fryer 
To ſhrive her hi mſelf as he would defire, 

He ſends h im forth his habit and his Hod, 
Inſtructs hi. n his tone, and holy mood, 

Wi h action: grave, and preſence all divine, 

All things pre vided for this pointed ſhrines : 
He glad of thi. 's to eaſe his jealous dreads, 
Prayes like a Fr ver, full often tells his B-ads, 
And all things fi and ready.as was meet, 

This holy weaving *-Frzer thus his wife did greet, 


$.ſter, bat firſt le bi nds the holy knee, 
And makes bis proſe gue Fredicite, 


Obſetve 
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Obſerve the ſecret Cuſtoms, and attend Confeſſion 
Taat in your heart *umay make a great Impreſſion, 
* will caſt you down, and raiſe you up again 

To grieve tor (in, then esſe you of your pain: 
Waerefore conceal not from a holy Fryer 

One unchaſt act, or an unchaſt delire+ 


Gravely replies this witty wily Woman, 

I have done ill, my ſins I needs muſt ſummon : 

My faults and deeds pardon pray good Father, 

Fer a young man oft and I did lye together, 

I alſo with an old man often times have lain, 

And with a Fryer t-0,which breeds my mickle pair- 
And is that all? Yes Sir. And doth it grieve you? 
Yes intruth doth it, Taen I pray God forgive you, 
Depart in peace; and thus this lilly harted 

Grave Fryer-weaver and his Wife departed. 


With poſt and ſpeed he dath himſelf uncaſe, 

He gets 10 Loom, and frets at his diſgrace: _ 
His W. fe that all this while did ſwell with laughter, 
Fitſt (ers t modeſt look, then follows after; 

When home ſhe comes, at eve: y ſhuttles caſt 

She hears ber Husband (ing, bis mirth was paſt, 
And as each hand the ſhuttle did deliver, 

A young many and an old man, cryes the Weaver, 
And to the Web 1:11 pulling home the Comb, 
Crys a Fry*r rev. ard ſo he hits her home, 
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This Wife that demurely all this while 

Scarce could ſpeak a word without a ſmile, 

Breaks Glence thus, pray Hus band what doe mean ? 
Faith I'm 8 Cuckhold Wife, and you're a Quenn : 
And could no leſs than three ſerve your delice, 

A young man, an old man, and 8 Fryer? 

I'm glad I know, I have a trick will cool ye: 

Come come ſaid the, jealoulie doth befool ye, 
Were you not young, and are you not older grown, 
And were not you the Fryer if all were known, 

It I did then confefs, and you did ſhrive me > 

I lay with no man elſe if you'l believe me; 
Therefore never more after me inquire, 

You were the old man, young man, end the Fryer, 


If it be ſo, then let our ſtrife be done, 

I was the Fryer indeed, be thou the Nun; 
Ile pardon thee, and what canſt thou do leſs 
But pardon me, fince I my faules confels. 


A Song call i ſhe went to led in the dark, 


af” 
1» Y Lady and her Maid 
Were late at courſe a P:rk, 
The wind blew out the Candle and 
Sae went to bed in = dark» 
2 
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2+ My Lady and her Maid 
Being on a merry pin, 
They made a match at ta:tirg 
Who ſhould the wager wit « 


3. Jene took the Candles then 
And ſet them bolt-opright, , 
With the firſt fart ſhe blew them out 
Wich che next ſhe gave them light, 


4. Up fart my Lady then 
With all her might and main, $ 
And blew them out, and in and out, 
And out and in again, 


ꝓ— — — — — _ — 


A Cant/t between the Comrt and Contr); 
1- Ou Courtiers ſcorn us Country Clowns, 
We Country Clowns do ſcorn the Court, 
We can be as merry upon the Downes 
As y9u arg at midnight with all your ſpars 
With 4 Fadding, 


2. You hawk, you hunt, you lie upon pallets, 
You ear, and drink, the Lords knows hows 
We lit upon hillocks, and pick up our ſalleu, 
And ſup up our Sullibubs unJer Com. 
Mich a Faidi'g. 
3+ Your 
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3- Your Maſques are made of Knights and Lords, 
And Ladies that are freſh and gay, 
We dance with ſach mulick as Big · pipes afford's, 
And trick np our Laſſes as well as we may. 
With a Faading, 
4 Your Sits are made of Silk and Sattin, 
And ours are made of good Sheeps gray, 
You mix your diſcourſes with pieces of Latin, 
We ſpeak our old Engliſh as well as we may, 
VFith a F adding. 


5. Your Rooms are hung with cloath of Arras 
Oar Meadows are deck d as freſhas may be, 
And from this paſtime you never ſhall bar us, 
Since Func in the dark is as good as my Lady. 


67 m 
— 


VF ih a faddings 


1— — 


On a great Froft 1634. H Mr. Cirtwright of 
Chi ĩul· church · 


He me thoſe flames you brag of, you that be 
Arm'd with thoſe two fires Wine and Poetry, 
You are now benumb'd ſpight of your god and verſe 

And do your Metaphors for prayers rehearſe, 
Whil'R you that call Snow Fleece and Feathers, do 
Wiſh for true Fleeces and true Feathers ioo. 
Waters have bound themſelves, and cannot run, 
Suffering what Xerx:7 _ would have done, * 

3 af 
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O ir R vers now are Criſtal, ſhoars are ſit 

M rrours, being now not like to glaſs but it: 

Our Ships ſtand all as plinred, we may ſwear 
They are not born up only but grow there ; 
WhiPit waters thus are pavement:, ſirm as ſtone, 
And without faith are each day wa!k'd upon, 
What parables (cal, folly) heretofore 

Were now diſcreet to build upon the ſhore : 
There's not one dines among us with waſh'd hands 
Waters are fcarcer here than Africk-ſands : 

And we expect it not but from ſome God 

Opening a Fountain, or ſome Prophets Rod, 

Who need not ſeek out where he may nnlock 

A ſtream, what e're he ſtruck would be dry Rock, 
When Heavea drops ſome ſmall ſhowre, odr ſence 
Of griefꝭ increa:'d, being bur deluded thence, 
Far whil'& we thoſe drops do entertain, 

They fall down pearl, which came down half rain : 
Greenland's rem oval, now the poor man fears, 
Seeing all water fte zen but his rears, 

We : f:r day continually and the Snom 

Doth make cur little night become none now, 

We hear of ſome Snow+11a1.'1, ſuch as ave 
Taatwhich procu:'d their death became their grave, 
Ne dies that deſtitute of Souls, yet ſtood 

De:d and not fell, drown'd, and withont s Flood, 
Nay we who breathe, till are almoſt as they, 

And only may be cold a ſofter clay, 

| | T we 


Gy 
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We _ like Statues, as if caſt and fit 

For life, not having, but expecting it: 

Fach one's become the Stoicks = to hence, 
For can you look for paſſion where's no ſence 
Which we bave not, reſolv'd to our firſt ſtone, 
Ualeſs it be one ſence to feel which we have none. 
Our very Smiths now work not, nay what's more, 
Our Dutchmen write but five hours and give ore: 
VVe dare provoke fate, now we know what is 
Toat laſt cold death, only by ſuffering this: 

All fires are Veſtal now, and we as they 

Do in our Chimny's _ a laſting day, 

Boaſting within doors, this domeſtick Sun 

A ſored too with our Religion: 

VVe laugh at fire Breefs now although they be 
Commended to us by his Majeſty, 

And *cis no treaſon, for we cannot gheſs 

Why we ſhould pay them for their happineſs, 
Each hand would be #s Scavola';, let Kun. 

Call that a —.— henceforth, got a doom 

A teavor is a wiſh we lit, 

And think fal'a- Angels have ene benefi. 

Nor can the thought be impions, when we ſee 
Werther may give new Epecha':, and make 
Another (fince) in bis bold Almanack : 
Weather may ſave bis doom, and by his foe 

Be thopght enough for him to undergo : 


ve 


We now think Alablaſter true, and look 

Another Trump ſhould Antidate his Book, 

For whil'ſt we ſuffer this ought we not fear 

The world ſhould not ſurvive to a fourth year ? 
And ſince we may conclude weak nature old 

And crezed now, being ſh:*s grown cold. 

But Froſts not all our grief, we that fo fore 

Suffer it's ſtay, fear it's departure more; 

For when that leaves us which ſo long hath Rood, 
*Twill make a new account from the ſecond flood. 


Oa the diſſolmtion of the Great Froft by Dr. Digg: 


V Hat muſt our eys melt too? warersoppreſs 
And can they by a new ſupply fall leis? 

Can floods be waſh'd away ? or may we dry 
The Channel vp with freſh ſhow*rs from the eye? 
What comfort is in forcow > What relief 
From that which doth inlarge our cauſe of grief? 
Bind up the eyes ſoft influence, for feit 
Yoa do increaſe theſe waters with a tear : 
How could 1 wiſh the Frolt's return again ? 
That puniſhment was precious, when rain 
Fell down into 8 ſolid Pearl; when we 
Were made the richer by our miſety, ,, 
Each drop of ſilent dew was cloath'd with Fleece 
Of ſofter Silver, wea!th unknown to Greece 3 

Did 
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Did not the fields of late more lovely ſhow 

hilt they did pennance in white Sheets of ſnow; 

The waters which do move above the Spheres 

(Whoſe murmurs paſs for Maſick in ſome ears 

To inrich earth's humble valley) did combine 

And hence our Orb too, then was Criſtalline® 

The wet we ſoffer d did ſome pleaſure bring, ' 

Midwinter did afford a ſtandirg Spring 3 

Tue lazy waters crept along ſo flow, 

Thev ſeetn'd not only glez'd but leaded too: 

Was'c not s pleaſing paſtime to behold 

The Sau (with their own ſnow arm'd againſt cold) 

Wanton on Ice, the fireams forget to glide, 

And they to ſwim too, and begin to ſlide x 

Had He{/eſpont been ſuch a ſolid plain, 

It had not bluſh?d ſo with the guilty ſtain 

Of drown'd Leander : Here had not loſt 

His warm embraces, had they had our froff 

But thats now periſh'd : and the unlock d ſir um 

At once flows in my pen, and is my Theam 3 

His courſe no longer Silver fetters bears, 

All it's white Marble is wept out to tears? 

Let Cleopatra boaſt the coſtly ſhame 

Ot the fam d Liquor which it wants a name, 

Fhe miracte's now frequent, every ſtreet 

Hah Pope! . them — 0 
rmer Deluge ly was expreſs 

Y Vhen F.ſh on tops of Trees were ſaid to * 
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And float on mountains, but thai's now a wiſh 
VVaters are plenty, but we ſee no fiſh, 
Of late unwaſhen they ſate down to meat 
But were weſh d al! day yet nothing eat: 
It was commanded on the waters cat 
Thy bread : *cwere madneſs ſo our corn tc waſt, 
V Vhat harveſt can he hope that drowns his grain ? 
They ſurely reap in tears that ſow in rain, 
The Mead's are loft in Rivers, all the graſs 
Is become weeds, the plow'd Lands fluid glaſs : 
Bat hy ſo booted ? You can only float 
Then ſell your Horſes off, and keep a Boa, 
Unleſs you'l be confined to the Arks 
Ot your own houſes, as to fixed Birks 2 
To walk ”'* ſtreets is a Ses · voyage, ſtones 
Prove watry Rocks new, nay thoſe purer ones 
Travel not to a Lecture, (without doubr 
They fear their holy fires would be put out. 
How have we ſin d that waters ſhould be ſen (ment? 
(Taoſe which ſhould cleanſe our guil:) for puniſh- 
Do not a ſofter title better fit ? 
Ought we not rather to interpret it 
A favour ot kind Heaven ? for | dare (ay 
Tae Birges now may come the Carriers way. 


— i — — 
— 


2 On King Jame!s Death. 
An Chriſtendom's great Champion (ink away 
So ſilently into a Bed of Clay ? 
| Can 
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Can ſuch a Monarch die and yet not have 

Some Earrhquake, for to open him a Grave? 

Did there no Meteor fright this Univerſe ? 

No Commet light a Torch unto his bearſe ? 

VVas there no clap of Thunder to foretell 

All Chriſtendom their loſs, and ring his knell ? 

Impartial fate, I ſee that Princes then 

Though they live Gods, they die like other men, 

And the ſame paſſimg · bell hall ring for them, 

That rung bur now the beggers requiem : 

VVhen ſuch a S>ul is from the earth bereaven, 

Methinks there ſhould beTriumphs made in heaven, 

The ſtars ſhould run a Tilt at his deceaſe, 

To welcome him into the place of peace, 

VVho lov'd peace whil'& he liv'd, and did ſtrive 

Dying in peace to keep it ſtil] alive: 

No V Vidow's curſes, nor no Orphan's crys, 

Shall interrupr thy hallowed Obſequies, 

Their Husbands ſlain, nor their Fathers loft 

In bloody wars, ſhall wake thy peaceful Ghoſt x 

Let thy great Predeceflors boaſt the prize 

Of glorious, but yet bloody, Victories, 

Let them upon their Sepulchres expoſe 

Triumphs of war, and ſpoils of forrein foes, 

And glory that they turn d their harveſt field 

Into a pitch*d, their plow- ſhares to a ſhield 3 

So that in bloody furrows thgre were born, 

As many blades of ſteel 35 now of Corn : - 
et 
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Yet ſhall thy praiſe be greater, though thy joy 
Was to plant Nations rather than oy; 
Although no martial Trophy's (peak thy praiſe, 
And though no drops of blood ſtain thy Bays : 
Vet thy ſure truth their greater fame controles, 
Theyſubdu'd Bodies, but thou conquer'it Souls z 
Truth was thy Banner, the thrice ſacred word 
Tay Target, and thy Pen a two-edg'd Sword, 
Whetewith thou did ſt reſiſt and overcome 
Tue Herelies of Antichriſt and Ae ! 
But whom the Spaniſticraft, &.weP Cannon ſhot 
Falſe Gomrye's Treaſon, Cate:bys Powder-plot 
Could not deſtroy : (for Heavens did him ſave) 
A Feaver now hath mel:ed to his Grave z 
For being mortal, Fates could not inveat 
His paſſage by a Nobler Inſtrument, 
Than bis own bloody, whith made him comprehend 
VVithin himſelf the glory of bis end, 
Much like a Circle : Sorich Diamonds muſt 
Be cut by nothing but a Diamonds duſt ; 
Thus is our S in {et never to return, 
Pay Tribute to his ever glorious Urn 
All peaceful Souls, and with due reverence 


Pay unto him your laſt benevolence 
Or fight and groans, then turn you from the weſt 
And ſee the new Sun riling in the caſts 
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